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_ Advertifement. 


Tus Edition has been confiderably improved and 
enlarged with many Pieces, now firft.publitied, from 
the Authors’ Manufcripts ; and many others are in- 
Jerted, by Permiffion of the refpective Authors,which 
were not in the former Edition, The whole has un- 
dergone a new Arrangement, in which every Article 
in the former Volumes, that was thought worthy of 
Prefervation, has been included. Nor have any Pains 
or Expence been fpared, to render this Work ag 
agreeable in the Pocket, as it is ufeful in the Library. : 
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NEW FOUNDLING HOSPITAL 








VERSES 


“BY THE RIGHT BONOURABLE THE EARL OF CAR« 
LISLE, ON HIS SCHOOLFELLOWS AT ETON, 


In youth, ’tis faid, you eafily may fean, 

Strong ftamp’d, the outlines of the future man; 
maxim true, how bright will St. John thine, 

Form’d by the'hatid of all the tuneful Nine! 

If not to carelefs iridolence a prey, 

How will whole nations liflen to his lay! 


Say, will Fitzwilliam ever want a heart 

Cheerful, his ready bleffings to impart ? 

‘Will not anather’s woe his bofom fhare, 

The widows forrow, and the orphan’s prayer ? 
Voud B : Who 


(*) 
Who aids the old, who foothes the mother’s cry, 
Who wipes the tear from off the virgin’s eye ? 
Who feeds the hungry? who affifts the lame ? 
All, all re-echo with Fitzwilliam’s name. 
‘Thou know’ft I hate to flatter, yet in thee 
No fault, my friend, no fingle fpeck I fee, 


Nor, if alike my former maxims true, 
Shall e’er ill-nature tinge thy heart, Buccleugh ; 
Shall deep remorie thy honeft bofom tear, 
Difdainful anger, or corroding care ; 
Shall e’er ambition diffipate that fmile, 
Difturb that heart, fo free from every guile: 
Sooner to Bute fhall Temple bend his knee, 
And — or —— pious Chriftians be. 


How will my Fox, alone, thy ftrength of parts, 

Shake the loud fenate, animate the hearts 

_ Of fearful ftatefmen ? while around you ftand 
Both peers and commons liftening your command s 
While Tully’s fenfe its weight to you affords, 
His nervous fweetnefs fhall adorn your words: 
‘What praife to Pitt, to Townfhend e’er was due, 
In future times, my Fox, fhall wait on you, 


Mild as the dew that whitens yonder plain, 
Legge thines ferenght ’mid& your youthful train ; 
bite 


He 


i 
Fie whom the fearch of Fame with rapture moves, 
Difdains the pedant, tho’ the mufe he loves; 
By nature form’d with modefty to pleafe, 
And join’d with wifdom unaffected cafe. 


Will e’er Ophaly, confcioufly unjutt, 
Revoke his promife, or betray his truft ? 
What, tho’ perhaps with warmer zeal he’d hear 
‘The echoing horn, the {portman’s hearty cheer, 
Than god-like Homer’s elevated fong; 
Lond as the torrent, as the billows ftrong 5 
Caft o’er this fault a friendly veil, you’il find 
A friendly, focial, and ingenuous mind, 


Witnefs, ye Naiads, and ye guardian powers, 
Who fit fublime on Henry’s lofty towers ; 
Witne(s if e’er I faw thy open brow, 

Sunk in defpair, or fadden’d into woe, 
‘Well-natur’d Stavordale—the tafk is thine 
Foremott in pleafure’s feftive band to thine: 
Say, wilt thou pafs alone the miduight hour, 
Studious the depths of Plato to explore ? 
To lighter fubjeéts fhall thy foul give way, 
Nor heed what grave philofophers fhall fay ? 
The god of mirth fhall lift thee in his train, 
A cheerful vot’ry, and the foe of pain, 


Bez Whether 


foes 
‘Whether I Storer fing in hours of joy; 
When eyery ook befpeaks the inward boy 5 
Or when no more mirth wantons in his breaft, 
And all the man appears in him confeft ; 
En mirth, in fadneis, fing him how I will, 
Senfe and good-nature muft attend him fill. 


TO THE EARL OF CARLISLE, 
ON THE PRECEDING POEM, 


My Lord, your verfes, penn’d with fo much eafe, 
The fair, the young, and ev’n the critics pleafe ; 
Such folid fenfe, and grace, and judgment mcet, 
‘We add th epithet of Strong to‘Sweet. ” ; 
‘That fome are peers by ftars and ftrings we find; 
You, by intrinfic noblenefs of mind ; 
Fair Fancy’s manly ftrokes your lines adorn ; 
We truly may pronounce you; poet born ¢’ 
Andif in youth yoursgenius we may fcan, 

_ How will it glow, and brighten in the man? 
‘True fings the bard, that one well-natur’d deed, 
Does all defert in {ciences exceed : 
And if, my Lord, from what you write, we guefs, 
Youriclf thofe virtues, which you paint, poflets + 
‘The fenfe of St, John, Fox, and Legge’s your due, 
'The fweetnefs of unblameable Buccleugh ; 
Ophaly’s honour, Stavordale’s defert, — — 
ftorer’s good-nature, and Fitawilliam’s ht. 


VERSES 


tm 


VERS ES 


SENT TO A YOUNG LADY, WIFH THE NEW EDI< 
TION OF SHAKESPEAREw 


. BY THE EARL OF CARLISLE. 

Poen of Nature, thou whofe boundlefs art 
Delcrib’d each power that rules the throbbing heart, 
Feign’d all that love, that glory e’er infpir’d, 

‘That wara’d a Romeo, or # Percy fir'd, 

In love’s fweet caufe be now thy magic try’d, 
Andottirm witht future fcenes my deftin’d bride 


Lo! at thy calf, fiends crofs the Blafted heath, 
And rifing fpectres daunt the pale Macbeth, 
Who doom’d-by: guilt las-anxious eyes to caft 
O’er dim Futurity’s unravell’d wate, 
On alien brows beheld his. Red crown, 
Deplor’d the paft, and faw the future frown £ 
O, once again thefe wond’rons fpells prepare, 
With milder vifions paint th’ embodied air! 
No more in caves let fires infernal glow, 
Nor call thy phantoms from te world below. 
In Laura’s fight let Hymen’s altar blaze, 
Let Cupid’s torch diffufe its brightett rays, 
Let fmiling hours in feftive circles dance, 
And whi+é-rob’d priefts to- meet our fleps advance’y 
B3 is 


tay 
Is diitant view be love’s dear pledges fhown, 
“And all the lorig fueceffion live our own! 


So, round thy favour’d tomb, thy hallow’d-urn, 
May ev’ry mufe, her veftal incenfe' Burn! 
Still may thofe laureat brows their honours wear 
Secure from critics, envy, and Voltaire ! 
Still on the ftage thou reard’tt may Garrick ftand, 
‘For Shakefpeare’s lyre obeys no other hand! 
Still fleep thy page near Laura’s pillow placd, © 
And future comments grace thee like the lat! 


TO HER GRACE: 
THE DUCHESS OF DEVONSHIRE, 


In anfwer to ali the abfurd and iNiberal afperfions caft on the. 
fallionable Feathers by churlifh old Women, ridiculous Prudess 
and brutith Cenfors. 


BY TRE SAME. 


Wir isa feather: this we all admit: 

But fure each feather in your cap is wit ; 

"Tis the bet flight of genius—to improve 

The fmiles of beauty and the blifs of love. 

Like beams around the fun your feathers thine, 

And raife the fplendor of your charms div-ve ; ; 
Suslt 


igi 


Such plumes the worth of mighty conqu’rors shows 
For who’can conquer hearts fo weil.as you? 
"when on your head I fee thofe flutr’ring things, 
J think that Love is there, and claps his wings. 
Feathers help’d Jove to fan:his am’rous flame 3 
Cupid has feathers; angels wear the fames 
Since then from heav’n its origin we tracey 
Preferve the fathion—it becomes Sur Graces 


‘oO DE 
WALTTRN. BRON THE DEATH OF MR. GRAYs 


BY THE SAMEs 


: I. 
WHAT fpirit’s that which-mounts on high, 
Borne on the arms of every tumeful Mufe? 
His white robes flutter fq,the gales 
They wing their way to yonder opening fky, 
Inglorious ftate through yielding clouds they fail, 
And {cents of heavenly flowers on earth diffufe. 


“IL 
‘What avails thre‘poet’s art ? 
What avails his magic hand? 
Can he arreit Death’s pointed dart, 
Or charm to fleep his murderous band? 
B4 Well 
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Weil I know thee, gentle fhade! 
That tuneful voice, that eagle CYC ame 
Quick bring me flowers that ne’er thall fade; 
The laurel wreath that ne’er hall die 3 
‘With every honour deck his funezal bier, 
For he to every grace, andevery mufe was dear! 


Tit, 
The liftening Dryad, with attention fill, 
On tiptoe oft would near the poet fleal, 
To hear him fing upon the lonely hill 
Of all the wonders of th’ expanded vale ; 
Whe dittant hamlet, and the winding ftream, 
The fteeple fhaded by the friendly yew, 
Sunk in the wood the fun’s departing gleam, 
The grey-rob'd landfcape ftealing from the view. 
Or wrapt'in fotemn thought, and pleafing wee, 
O’er each low tomb he breath’d his pious flrain, 
A leffon to the village fwain, 
And taught the tear of ruftic grief to flow fa 
.¥ But foon with bolder note, and wilder flight, 
O’er the loud ftrings his rapid hand would run ; 
aMars hath lit-his torch of wary:- 
Ranks of heroes fill the fight ! 
Hark ! the carnage is began ! 
* This alludes to Mr Gray's Elegy written’ in & country 


whurch yards 
4 The Bard, a Pindaric Ode, 


fst 
find fee the furies through “he fi-ry air 
-Q’er Cambria’s frighten’d land the fereams of horror 
bear! : 
IV.- 
© Now led by playful Fancy’s hand’ 
O%er the white furge he treads with printlefs feet” 
To magic fhores he flies, and fairy land, 
Imagination’s bleft retreat. 
Here rofes patut the crintifon way, 
No fetting fun, eternal May, ~ 
‘Wild as the prieftefs of the ‘I hracian fane;-, 
When Bacchus leads the maddening trainy 
His bofom glowing with celeftial firey 
To harmony he ftruck the golden lyre 5 
To harmony each hitl and valley rung f° 
The bird of Jove, as when Apollo fung,» 
To melting blifs refign’d his furious foul, 
With milder rage his eyes began to roll; 
The heaving down his thrilling joys confett, 
Till-by.a mortal’s-hand fubdued he funk to refte- 
Vv. . 
+O, guardian angel of our early day, 
Henry, thy darling plant muft bloom no mote fy 
By. thee attended, pent would he ftray, 
Where Thames foft-murmuring laves his-winding? 
there. 
* The Proggels of Poetry, a Pindaric Ode. 


# Ode oa diftant Profpeét of Etosi Colleges. 
Be: Thou: 
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‘Thou bad’ft him raife the moralizing fong; ; 
‘hrough lite’s new feas the little bark to fteer¢ 
e Winds are rude and high, the failor young ; 
Thoughtlefs he {pies no furious tempeft hear, 
Till to the poet’s hand the helm you gave, 
Frons hidden rocks an infant crew to fave! 


VI. 


-Ye fiends who. runkle ip the human-heart, 
Delight in woe, and triumph in our fears, 
“Refume again 
Your dreadfif reign : 
bepare the iron fcourge, prepare the venom’d dart, 
*Adverfity no more with levient air appears ; 
The fnakes that twine around her head 
Again their frothy poifon thed ; 
For who oan now her whirlwind flight controul, 
Her threatening rage beguile ? 
He who could ftill the tempett of her foul, 
And force her livid lips to fmile, 
To happier feats is fled ! 
Now feated by his Thracian Sire, 
At the full featt of mighty Jove 
‘To heavenly themes attune: his lyre, 
And fills With harmony th. Tealms above ! 


Hymn to Adverfty. 


FOR. 
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FOR THE MONUMENT OF 
& Oo s 
A FAVOURITE SPANIELs 
BY THE SAME. 


YE fairy fprites who oft by dutky eve, 

When no rude,poife difturbs this peaceful grove. 
O’er cowflips hes. your aity dances weave, 
” Or, with your females, whifper tales of love, 


A favourite’s urn proteét with every {pel 

That by the confeions moon ye here prepares 
Nor in the breaft the heaving fig Hrepel 

Nor in the:teiliden’d eye the ftarting far. 


For ye have feen her at the rife of day, 
Fair as the blufhing flower whofe name fhe bore 
Try the thick copfe, or in the vallies play: : 
Neglect her not, though all her béauty’s o’er, 


‘Left thould fome heifer,-from the neighbouring thead 
Or playfat colt, Setle tomb profane ; 

Left on that breaffne turf too hard they tread, 
‘Which ne'er knew forrow, nor e’er tafted pain. 


B6' For 
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For this may no rude peafants, ere the dawa, 
With noify rattling of their loaded teams, 
Drive you with mirth unfinithed off the lawn, 
Or inthe vale difturb your p'eafing dreams { 


ANOTHER INSCRIPTION FOR THE SAME, 
BY THE SAMEs 


Wree’ er thou art whom chance fhall hither lead, 
Over the green turf with friendly caution tread ; 
For in the bofom of this beechen fhade, 

&A lovely favourite’s bones in peace are laid, 

She afks no pity, your compaffion Spare, 

Soon your own woes may want the guihing tear. 
Happy her life: the ne’er affliction knew, 

Lov’d by hewmiitrefs, to that miftrefs tite. 

Aid, if Pythagoras hath truly taught, 

That future joy by former merit’s bought, 

She may perhaps, chang’d to the fuowy dove, 
Sleep in the bofom of the queen of love ; 

Or haply may her beautcous form retain, 

To fgour with Dian’s nymphs the verdant plain, 
But to her foul thould PERFEQT- blifebe given 
For virtues paft, fhe afks a0 & +r ee 

Than here again ’mid&t flowery fie. to rove, 
And here again to hhare her miffrefs’ love. 


TRAN & 
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cone . < GF 
TWANSLATION FROM DANT Ey 7 


CANTO XXRIII,- 


BY THE SAME. 


Dante, being conducted by Virett into the infere 
nal regions, fees aperfon devouring a human fkull, 
and ftruck. by fo horrid a fight, inquires into his 

whiftory, and receives this account. 


Now from the fell repaft and horrid food,, 
%* The finner rofe, but firft (the clotted blood 
‘With hair depending from the mangled head) 
His jaivs he wiped, and thus he wildly faid:: 


Ah! wil’t thou then recal the feene of woe, 
And teach again my {calding tears to flaw ? 


* Count Ugolino, a nobleman of Pifa, entered into a cons 
WTpiracy with the arclibifhop Rugieri, of the Ubaldini family, 
to depofe the governor of Pifa; in which enterprize having fuc- 
ceeded, Ugolino affumed the government of the city; but the 
archbithop, jealous of his power, incited the people againft him 5 
and ga‘ning the affiftance of the three powerful families of the 
Gulandi, Lanfranchi; andh ¥/.imondi, marched with the enraged 
multitude to attack the a2 of the unfortunate Ugolino, and 
making him te gn confined him in a tewer, which his 
f refufing-them food, and cafting the key of 
the dungeon j%¢ the river Arno, he left them in this horrible 
firuation to be ftalved to death, 
- ‘ _ Thou 


four fons : at le 
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Phou know’ not how tremendous is the tale, 
My brain will madden, and my utterance fail. 
But could my words bring horror and difpair 
To him whofe bloody feull you fee me tear, 

* Then fhould the voice of {weet revenge ne’er fleep, 
For ever would I talk, and talking weep. 
Mark’d for deftru@ion, I in Jucklefs hour 
Drew my firtt breath on the Etrufcan fhore, q 
And Ugolino was the name I bore, : 

‘This fkull contain’d an haughty prelate’s brainy 
Cruel Rugiero’s ; why his blood I drain, + 

Why to my rage he’s yielded here below, 
Stranger, ’twill coft thee many a tear to know. * 
‘Thou kuow’ft perhaps how, trufting to this flavey 
Tand my children found an early grave. 

This thou may‘ft know, the dead alone can tell 

<The dead, thé tenants of avenging hell,’ i 
How hard our fate, by what inhuman arts we fell. 
Through the {mall opening of the prifon’s height 
One moon had almoft {pent its waining light. 

Jt was when fleep had charm’d my cares to refty 

And wearied grief lay dozing on my breatt 3 

Futurity’s dark veil was drawn afide, 

Tin my dream the troubled Beofpectatyed, 

On thofe high hills, it feem’d, . Ne hills which hide 

Pifa from Lucca,) that, by #ifmona> fide, 

Guland and Landfranc, with difcordar sary, 

Roufe from its deti a wolf and young, ¥,ho fly = 
Before 
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Before their famith’d dogs ; I faw the fire .~ 

And little trembling young ones faint and tire, 

Saw them become the eager blood-hounds preys 
Who foon with favage rage their haunches flay. 

J firft awoke ; and veiw’d my flumbering boys, 

Poor haplefs produé of my nuptial joys, 

Scar’d with their dreams, tofa’d o’er their ftony bed, 
And ftarting, feream with frightful noife for breads 


Hard is thy heart, no tears thofe eyes can know, 
If they refufe for pangs like mine to flow. 
My children wake ; for now the hour drew near 
When we:were wont our fcanty food to fhare, 
A thonfand fears our trembling bofom fill, 
Each from his dream foreboding fome new ill. 
‘With horrid jarawe heard the prifon door 
Clofe on us all, ‘never to open more? 
My fenfes fail, abforb’d in dumb amaze, 
Depriv’d of motion on my boys I gaze: 
Benumb'd with fear, and harden’d into ftone, 
J could not weep, nor heave one eafing groan. 
My children moan, my youngeft trembling cried, 
‘¢ What ails my father ?” Still my tongue denied 
To move; thew fing't/.me with wild affright . 
‘That mournful day,/ 4 the fucceeding night, 
We all the area oo filence kept : 
Fearful to af with filent grief they wept ! 

; Now 
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Now in the gloomy cell-a ray of light’ 
New horrors added by difpelling night. 
When: looking on my boys in frantic fit 
Of maddening grief, my fenfetefs hands I bit,- 
Alas! for hunger they miftake my rage, 
Let us, they cried, our father’s pains afluage ; 
‘¢ Twas he, our fire, who call’d us into day, 
*- Clad with this painful fleth our mortal clay, } 
“© That fieth he gave he fure may take away.”— 


But why fhould I prolong the horrid tale ?- 
Difmay and filent woe. again prevail... 
No more that day we fpcke !—Why. in thy womb 
Then cruel earth, did we not.meet our doom ? 
Now the fourth morning rofe ; my eldeft child 
Fell at his father’s feet ; in accent wild. . 
Struggling With pain, with his lat f€ting breath, 
“* Help me, my fire,” he cried, and funk in death,. 
I faw the others follow one by one, 
Heard their laft fcream and their expiring groan, 
And now arofe the lat concluding day: 
As o’er each corfe I grop’d my flumbling way, . 
I call’d my boys, though now they were no more, 
Yet ftill f cali’d; till, finkingcn the or, 
Pale hunger did what grief ri“ to do 
For ever clofed this fcene ofjgain ardiyoe. 
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VERSES 
TO MRSe CREWEs 
BY THE RIGHT HONOURABLE Cs Je FOX. 


WHERE the lovelieit exprefiion to features is join’d . 
By nature’s moft delicate pencil defign’d ; 

Where blufhes unbidden, and fmiles without art, 

Speak the foftnefs and feeling that dwell in the hearts 

Where in manners, inchanting, no blemifh we trace, 
But the foul keeps the promift we had from the face § 

Sure philofophy, reafon, and coldnefs muft proves 

Defences uncquat to fhicld us from love + 

"Then tell me,.mayfterious enchanter, oh tell 

By what won@ pl art, by what magicakdpell, 

My heart is fo fene’d, that for once Iam wife, 

And gaze without rapture on Amoret’s eyes 5 
What my withes, which never were bounded before, 

Are here bounded by friendfhip, and afk for no mores 

Is’t reafon? No; that my whole life will belye, 

For who fo at variance, as reafon and 1? 

1s’t ambition that fills y> each chink of my heart, 
Nor allows anf fofte;,” ‘sfation a part ? 

©, no! forin thipghf th world muft agree, 

One folly er ga fuffitient for me, 

Is my ming¥ox diftrefs too intenfely employ’d, 
~Qeby pleafure relax’d, by variety cloy’d? 

Fo 
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For alike in this only, enjoyment and painy 

Both flacken the Springs of thofe nerves which they 
ftrain, 

That I’ve felt each reverfe that from fortune can flow, 

That D’ve tafted each blifs that the happieit know, 

Has ftill been the whimfical fate of my life, 

Where anguith and joy have been ever at ftrife, 

‘But tho’ vers’d in th’ extremes both of pleafure and 
pain, : 

Lam ftill but too ready to feck them agains 

Hf, then, for this once in my life, I am free, 

And efcape from a fnare might catch wifer than me; 

*Tis that beauty alone but impetfe@ly charms, 

Fortho’brightnefs may dazzle,’tis kindnefs that warmg:, 

As on funsin the winter with pleafiatie we gaze, 

But feel not their warmth, tho” fF fplendor we 
praife, 

So beauty, our juft admiration may claim, 

But love, and love only, the heart can enflame. 





INVOCATION TO POVERTY. 
BY THE SAME. 
On: Poverty! of pale, ccufumptiye hue, 
If thou delight’it to haunt wm dill in view ; 
If {till thy prefence muft my ftey.-attend, 
At leaft continue, as an See aNend ! 
When Scotch examples bids me be un u.* 


Falfe to my word,—or faithlefs to my truft, a 
1 
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Bid me the baneful error quickly fee, 
‘And {hun the world to find repofe with thee ; 
‘When vice to wealth wou’d turn my partial eye, 
Or int’re(t hut my ear to forrow’s cry, 
Or courtier’s custom wou'd my reafon bend, 
My foe to flatter,—-or defert my friend ; 
Oppofe, kind Poverty, thy temper’d fhield, 
And bear me off unvanquith’d from the field. 


If giddy fortune e’er return again, 
With all her idlemreftlefs, wauton train, 
—Her magic glafa fhou'd falfe ambition hold, 
Or av’rice bid me put my:trut in gold, 
‘To my relief, thou, virtuous goddefs, hafte, 
‘And with thee bring thy daughters, ever chafte— 
Health !—Libi and Wifdom! fifters bright ! 
‘Whofe charms can make thie worft condition Jight 5 
Beneath the hardeft fate the mind can chear, 
an heal affliction and difarm defpair! 
In chajns, in torments, pleafure can bequeath, 
And drefs in fmites, the tyrant hour of death ! 


‘THE METEORS, THE SOMET, AND THE SUN, 


SAID Té HE BY THE SAME. 


Com ab74jfair of high degree, * 
From souts, £.lmack’s and coterie; 
Come. 
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Come Marlborough brooding o’er your bags, 
Carlifle reclufe in pride and Tags ; 

And frigid Pembroke hither come, 

Sworn fifters of the dull humdrum ; 
Melbourne and Epicenian Damer, 

(For John fcarce knows which fex fhall claim her} 
And Jerfey, and the Lord knows who, 
Cranborne, and Bouverie, and Crewe ! 
Come, and your fhort-liv’d fway deplore, 
The reign of Nonchalance is o’er ! 

Ye Meteors, who, with mad career, 

Have rov’d through fafhions atmofphere ; 
And thou, young, fair, fantaftic Devon, 
Wild as the comet in mid heaven, 

Hide your diminithed heads! nor@ay 

‘I’ ufurp the fhining realms of day 

For fee th? unfully’d morning light, 

With beams.more conftant, and more bright, 
Her {plendid courfe begins to run, 

And all creation hails the Sun ! 


VERSE s_ 
BY HENRY FOX, AFTERWARDS LORD “HOLEAXD, 


TO A LADY WITH AW a2 “IFICIAL ROSE; 


Fair copy of the faireft flow’r, 
Thy colours equal nature’s -pow’'r 5: 


Duchefs of Rutland, then Marschionefs of Grishs 
. Thow 
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‘Thou haft the rofe’s blufhing hue, 
Art full as pleafing to the view: 
Go, then, to Chloe’s lovely breaft, 
Whofe fweetnefs can give all the refts 
But if at firft thy artful make 

Her hatty judgment fhould miftake, 
And fhe grow peevifh at the cheat, 
‘Urge twas an innocent deceit ;- 

And fafely too thou mutt aver, 

‘The firft I ever us’d to her, 

Then bid her mark, that, as to view, 
‘The rofe has nothing more than you; 
That fo, if to the eye alone 

Her wondrous beauty fhe madé‘known } 
‘That if the never will difpenfe 
Atrial to foma@ meter fenfe 5 
Nature no dongér we prefer, 

Her very picture equals her. 

‘Then whisper gently in her ear, 

Say, Toftly, if the bluthing fair 
Should to fuch advice incline, 

How much I wifh that trial mine, 


DORINDA, 
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DORINOD A, 
A TOWN ECLOGUE, 
BY THE RIGHT HON. RICHARD FITZPATRICK, 


IN that fad feafon when the haplefs belle 
With fteps relu@ant bids the town farewel ; 
When furly hufbands doom th’ unwilling fair 
To quit St. James’s for a purer air, 

And, deaf to pity, from their much-loy’d town, 
Relentlefs bear the beauteous exiles down 

‘To difmal fhades, through lonely groves to ftray, 
And figh the fummerrive-long months away ; 
With all the bloom of youth and beauty grac’d, 
One morn Dorinda, at her toilet plae’d, 

With looks intent, and pentive air, furvey’d 
The various charms her faithful glafs difplay’d 
Eyes, that might warm the frozen breaft of age, 
Or melt to tendernefs the tyrant’s rage! 
Smiles, that enchanting with refittlefs art, 
Stole, unperceiv’d, the heedJefs gazer’s hearts 
Dimples, where love conceal’d in ambuth lay, 
To aim his arrows at the deftin’d prey ; 

And lips, that promis’d in each balmy kife, 
Luxurious harveft of ambrofial Kenn 
Mufing the fat, and watch’d each rifing “wace 


That fhed its luftre o’er her heay'n!y face, Tee seme 
Till 
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"Titi fab’ring grief her anxious filence broke, 
And fighiug thus the lovely mourner {poke : 
Were charms like thefe by erring nature meant 
For fober folitude and calm content ? 
Mutt eyes fo bright, be doom’d to wafte their fires 
On hungry parfons and unfeeling "{quires ? 
Heav’n, whofe decrees (if true what priefts have 
taught) 
Are fram’d by juttice, and with wifdom fraught, 
Sure ne’er created fuch a form as this, 
For the dull purpofe of domettic blifs. 
Ah! no,.thefe eyes were given in courts to fhine ; 
Shall impious man, then, thwar&-the wife defign ? 
A fhort liv’d fway of fome few years at moft 
Is all, alas! the brighteft belle can boaft, 
Ere yet the handsof all-devouring time 
Lay wafte her graces, and deftroy her prime 
By flow degrees fhe feels her pow’'r decay, 
And.younger beauties bear the palm away. 
Whilft envious fate thus haftens to deftroy 
The fleeting period of all female joy, 
Shall barb’rous hufbands (whofe tyrannic rage 
Nor pray’rs can mitigate, nor teats affuage) 
E’en in thofe years, whilf youth and beauty bloom, 
To exile half her precious moments doom ? 
She goes like for negleéted flow’r to fadey 
And wafte hy ‘tweetnefs in the lonely fhade, 
Till 
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‘Till winter (fo the pitying gods decree} 
Returning, fets th’ impatient captive free ; 
Then, dwift emerging from the dull retreat, j 
To town the flies, admiring crouds to meet ; 
Her bappy hours glide on from morn to night, 
One ceafelefs round of exquifite delight : 
Balls, op’ras, concerts, Almack’s, and Soho, 
By turns attended, various joys beftow ; 
F’en crouded routs, where dulnefe ever dwells, . 
Can yeild delight to fathionable belles. | 
Old maids and prudes each night, to feed their icon: 
There, feeking whom they may devour, are feen, 
And fill repining that they muft be chatte, 
Would mar thofe pl -ures they’re forbid.to tafe % 
‘With envious eyes, the briliant nymph they view, 
Whilft eager crowds, where-e’er fhe moves, purfue, 
If to the play-houfe the by chance repair, 
(Not oft frequented by the well-bred. fair). 
- When through the houfé a folemn filénce reigns, 
Each bofom feeling what the actor feigns, 
B’en in the midft of fome affecting part 
That wakes each foft emotion of the heart, 
The doors fly open, whilft the pit beneath 
Their difcontent in fullen murmurs breathe : 
Forward the fteps with graceful air, and fpreads 
A blaze of beauty o’er their wond’riyg heads : 
Pit, boxes, gall’ries, all at once concur; 


Forget the play, and fix their eyes on her, 
ovate 
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Scarce to the flage fhe turns her high-plum'd head, 
Or feems to mark one fyllable that’s faid; 
But carelefs fitg, ‘and on her arm reclin’d 
Hears civil fpeeches from the beaux behind ; 
Or gently liftens while fome well drefe'd youth 
In whifper’d accents vows eteraal truth. 
Obedient fill to pleafure’s fprightly call 
She quits the play, and feeks the livelier ball : 
Each white glov'd beau with hafte his fuit prefers, 
Prefents his hand, and humbly begs for hers, 
Well pleas’d the hears the fuppliant croud intreat, 
And feets tWe-triumph of her charms complete. 
Should fome blett youth be to theifett prefer'd, 
Whofe vows in private are with favour heard, 
As through the dance with graceful eafe the moves, 
Their meeting bairtsexpres their conicious loves. 
Malicious eves the lover’s looks reftrain, 
And cold difcretion feals his lips in vain: 
“The Paithéy, hand can unobferv’d impart 
The fecret feelitigs of a tender heart: 
And, O! what blifs. when each alike is p'eas’d, 
The hand that fqueezes,and the hand that’s fquee zit 
‘But whither, whither does my fancy roam ? 
Ah! let me call the idle wand’rer home, 
Already Phoebus, with unwelcome ray, 
‘Has chas’d, alas ! the winter's fogs away ; 
, Through the fd town, at each deferted door, 
Leafs trecufent row the footman’s thunders roar ; 
c And 
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And waggons, loading in the dufty ftreet, 
¥orebode the horrors of a long retreat. 
Ye fitter fuff’'rers, who mutt, foon or late, 
‘All thare my forrows, and partake my fate ; 
Who, whet condemn’d thefe blefs‘d abodes to quit, 
Like me may weep, but mutt like me fubmit, 
‘When overcome by man’s fuperior force, 
Revenge is till the injur’d fair’s refource : ~ 
Revenge at leaf may make our fufrings lefs, - 
A hufband’s anguith foothes a wife’s dittrefs. 
‘When far from town, in fome fequefter’d fpot, 
You mourn the hardthip of our fex’s lot, 
Til humour, vapow 4 fullennets, and {pleen, 
May add frefl horfors to the gloomy feene, 
‘And make the tyrants who contrive your fate 
Partake the mifery themfelves create. 
If, prefs'd by cares, they need a friend’s relief, 
Be all your fludy to augment their grie?s 
Tf pleas’d or gay, your utinoft arts employ 
"To fink their fpirits, and difpel their joy 5 
OUppofe their projeéts, crofs their fav’rite views, 
Their withes fruftrate, their requeits refute ; : 
And make them feel that difcontented wives 
Can prove the torment of their hufbands’ lives. 


Bal, LZ 
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ELI 2ZéA, 
IN ANSWER TO * * ¥* *, 


AND dart thou then, infulting youth, demand 
A fecond fpoil from love’s impoverifh’d ftore ? 

Shall ftrains like thine a fecond kifs command, 
Thanklefs for one, becanfe I gave no more ? 


One lamp irradiates all yon azure heaven, 
One polar far direéts the pilot’s way ; 

Yet what-bold. wretch complains no more were givens 
Or doubts the bleffing of each friendly ray 2 


‘One timorous kifs, which multitudes might bode, 
At once'thy'fua and guiding ftar had prov’d, 

If, while thy lips beneath its preffure glow'd, 
And thy tongue flatter’d, thou had’ truly Jov’d. 


‘THe flante which burns upan the virgin cheek, 
The rifing figh, half utter’d, half fuppreft, 

To him who fondly loves, will more than fpeak 
Whatwav’ ring thoughts divide th’ impaffion’d breaft, 


Such foft confufion could the Moor difarm, 
And his rough heart, like-Defdemona’s move 3 
But foon her eafy weaknefs broke the charm, 
And, ere her life the loft, the loft her love. 
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No if I hate thee, wherefore thould I prefs 
A treach’rous contract with love’s favourite feal > 
And, if I with thy future hours to blefs, : 
Ah! why, too foon that anxious care reveal ? 


A ready conqueft oft the victor fcorns, 

His laurels fade, whofe foe, ere battle, yields ; 
No fhouts attend the warrior who returns 
_ To claim the palm of uncontefted fields. 


But banith lawlefs withes from thy foul, 
While yet my hate or love is undeclar’d ; 

Perhaps, ere many years in circles roll, 
Thou'lt think Eliza but a poer reward, 


For, O! my kiffes ne’er thall teem with art, 
My faithful bofom forms but one defign— 
To ftudy well the wife's, the mother’s part, 
And learn to keep thee, ere I make thee mine. 


AN EXTEMPORE JEU D’ESPRITs 


L—D C———¥ TO THE D-—SS OF B-——D3 
OR, THE UNCONSCIOUS LOVER. 
AN EPIGRAMe 
CHLOE declares, that tho’ my heart 


Trembles its paffion to impart, 
Her piercing eyes can view it, 


Bhe 
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‘She fays, I love her—twould affect her 
Shou'd J prefume to contradict her 3 
But hang me if I knew it. 


VERSES 


@N MR, Gomm’s ACCEPTING A PLACE UNDER 





‘COVERNMENT IN THE YEAR 1979, 


KInc G—., ina fright, 
Lett G—— thould write 

The ftory of Britain’s difgrace, 
Thought nothing fo fure’ 
His pen to fecure, 

As to give the hiftorian a places 


But the caution is vain— 
’Tis the curfe of his reign 
That his projects fhould never fucceed s 
Though he wrote not a line, 
Yet a caufe of decline 
In the author’s example we read, 


His book well defcribes 
How corruption and bribes 
O’erthrew the great empire of Rome $ 
And his writings declare 
A degeneracy there, 
‘Wich his conduct exhibits at home, 
: C3 xa 
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TORF ESQ 


ON SEEING IN THE NEWSPAPERS THE LINES OF 
WHICH HE SHOULD NEVER HAVE GIVEN A 
COPY, 


Frye, Richard, O fye! tho’ your verfes are fmart, 
They lefs tickle the fancy than torture the heart ; 
When thus you expofe, vulgar laughter to move, _ 
‘The man who deferves, and who has, aif our love : 
‘The {port that were harmlefs, confin’d to the breath, 
You have turn’d, by your ink, into arrows and death, 
Learn the manage, dear Dick ; his condutt attain, 
Whofe wit, tho’ abundant, ne’er yet gave us pain, 


Public Advertifer, Thurfday, Jan, 16, 1766, 
PROPOSAL 
: FOR A 
FEMALE ADMINISTRATION, 
To the Printer of the Public Advertifer. 


« For this caufe ought the woman to have POWER 
*¢ on her head.” 


CoriInTHIANS, Chap, Xi.'V. 10. 
SIR, 


AMIDST the crowd of your political correfpon- 
dents, pray endeavour to make room for a ferele po- 
: litician, 
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litician, who is extremely defirous to exprefs her fert« 
timents on the prefent fituation of affairs, and to 
offer a remedy which will fave this nation at all events. 


The ear of the public has, for fome years patt, been 
daily ftunned with loud and violent complaints of 
male adminiftration ; I would therefore humbly pro- 
pofe (if it was but for the fake of variety); that a 
FEMALE ADMINISTRATION fhould for once take its 
turn, and be allowed a fair and candid trial on the 
flippery pinnacle of power. 


" ‘The Worthipful Company of Barbers have famie 
fiarly approached the Throne, and’ have offered ad- 
vice in matters of capital concern. The {till more 
Worthipful the Common Council have tikewife, on 
feveral, ogcafions, conveyed their difinterefted coun- 
fels to the royal car; I fay difintercfled, becaufe fre= 
quently relating to matters in which they had no 
earthly concern ; but in the prefent cafe, as fo near, 
fo dear, and fo confiderable a part of them, (viz. their 
wives) are very deeply interefted, I make go doubt 
but that refpe@able body will ufe its utmot influence 
to promote this moft falutary and patriotic fcheme. 


Tneed not point out to the intelligent leaders of 
that body, in what manner its influence may be moft 
effectually exerted. Some occafion >f congratulation 

Cy oF 
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or condolance may foon offer, when they can intro- 
duce a recorbmendation of this fcheme with their 
tfual propriety ; and its being entirely foreign to the 
‘purpofe of fuch congratulations or condolance, will 
ouly make it the more remarkable, and lefs liable to 
be overlooked. 


No man can deny that England made its greatest 
and moft illuftrious figure during two female voigne 5 
and therefore it is naturally to be prefumed, that a 
femal Minifiry may reftore our decayed conftitution,, 
and enable it to exert its priftine vigour, , 


I forefee many good confeqiierités Tefulting from 
this fcheme ; one of which is, that it will infallibly 
put a ftop to thofe political bickerings, which, tothe 
difgrace of the prefent age, have been carried on with 
a virulence and malignity unknown to former times: 


T take it for granted, Mr. Woodfall, that moft of 
the prefent writers againft the Miniftry confit of 
difcarded courtiers, or military gentlemen difappointed 
of perferment. Now all thofe perfonages being re~ 
markable for their complaifance to the fair fex, can~ 
not in honour draw their pens againft a female admin 
aifration; fo that ‘we fhall be no longer diftraéed 
with reading the feveral fides of political conttoe 
verfy ; the wheels of government will be unchegged-s 

the 
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the bufinefs of the State will go fmoothly off ; com 
merce will fourifh a-new ; and the weavers, inftead 
of idly parading in Bloomfbury-fquare, will find ful 
ficient employment in Spitalfields. é 


The real ftrength and tiches of a ftate confit ia 
the numbet: and induftry of its inhabitants. To en~ 
‘creafe the number of people, aud to find them fuk 
ficient employment, will naturally be the great ob« 
jects of a female adminiltration. All finecure places 

. will be abolifhed, all unneceffary reftriétions and bare 
on the matrimonial road will be removed ; the Mar- 
riage-act be repealed; with fome aéts which moftly 
afe@ the induftrious poor ; and the deficiency in the 
revenue made up, by a heavy TAx on BATCHELORS ¢ 
as alfo on dogs and horfes for fport 3 which would 
contribute more to the prefervation of te game, than 
any method our male adminiftrators have yet dif- 
scovsted; though they feenr to have confidered this 
point as a matter of greater national importance, than 
the increase of population. 


I am very fenfible that many objections may be 
brought againtt every feheme that is offered for the 
public good. As to this my fcheme, I fhall be told, 
that women in general want learning, and have no 
heads for bufinefs. In anfwer to the firfl, [ have 
never heard much of the learning of any one of our 

: Cs Minifters, 
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Minifters, during three Adminiftrations, Some of 
them indeed have, at different times, written letters, 
which have been publifhed and fighed with their 
names; explaining fome parts of their’ condué, or 
' returaing thanks for favour received, In ordes todo 
the men all manner of juftic>, 1 fhall inftance two 
very ilhuftrious and popular perfonages, viz. the great 
Commoner, and his friend the Ch—f J—t—e of the 
Common Pleas, who have both of. them written to 
the public fuch letters;#at (whether we confider the 
fille. or matter) moft females of my acquaintance 
would have been athamed of. The fecond objection 
is, that women have no heads for bufinefs. We all 
know (whatever the men may pretend) that it re- 
quires ‘* 10 conjuration, or mighty magic,” to go 
through the common roxéize bufinefs of office. It is 
true, that difficult negociations may fometimes occur, 
in the conduct of which, fincfe and intrigue’ ave necef- 
fary, But, furely, the men will not pretend tu cx- 
» cel us in either of thefe arts! 


Some political writers have lately objected to us, 
being of * develling principles ; but indeed that feems 
to be the humour of the prefent times, and there- 
fore we fhould have the mob un our fide. For which 
reafon a female miniftry is the only one. that can 


® See the Remarke on Mrsy Macauly’s Hiftory. > | 
; alls 
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allay the heats, and quell the rifings in the body 
politic. 


Tt may be urged, perhaps, in behalf of fome veteratt 
minifters and placemen, that having {pent the greateft 
part of their lives in fore of8te-er other about Court, 
they have contracted certain habits, which had-be- 
come, as it were, fecond nature; and -therefore it 
would be cruel at ibeir years to fend them back into 

\the wide world, In anfwer to which, fet the véterans 
ftill continue about Court, and have places; there’ 
will be openings enow for then ; and it will make 
no material alteration in my plan, As for example = 
They can very properly fucceed to thofe ladies of the 
bed-chamber, maids of honour,’ houfe-keepers, nes 
ceffary women, or dry nurfes, who fhall vacate their 
places by. agtéptjig oF any-OF ‘the great offices of 
State. 


Y do not mean, Mr, Printer, that this my offered: 
{cheme fhould take immediate effect. I have no ob- 
jection to the prefent Minifters,, whom our amiable” 
S—v—n has entrufted with the reigns of govern- 
ment. They were recommended by a prince *,. 
whofe memory will be ever dear to all the friends of - 
liberty, They had acquired the efteem and confi- 
sence of-the nation, by a fpirited oppofition to “the: 

© The late Difke of Cumberland, 
€6 mncon- 
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unconftitutional meafures of their predeceffors in 
power; and their nomination was applauded by the 
voice of the-people. Ihave not heard, Mr. Wood- 
fall, that they have yes done any thing to forfeit our 
good opinion; they have not planned any extention 
of exdife laws, they have not iffued general warrants, 
they have not attacked-the liberty of the prefs, they 
have not thrown impolitic reftri@ions on trade, they 
have not endeavouredtd alienate the affections of the 
colonies, they have not feffered the Jettces of Dun- 
kirk to ftand in defiance of the moft folemn treaties. 
But notwithftanding all this, yet, from the natural 
ficklenefs of our tempers, and the inftability of hu- 
man affairs, a change of Minifters muff happen fome 
time or other. Whenever through thefe, or any 
other caufes, a change fhall be judged neceffary, then 
would I humbly propofe to make trial of.a female 
adminittratio ; and fubmit to the judgment of the 
public, whether the feveral departments and offices of 
ftate would not be very ably and properly filled in 
the following manner: 


Firft Lady of the Treafury, Lady. N—th~mb—nd, 
Chancellor of the Exchequer, Mifs Ch—dl— gh. 
Prefident of the Council, Lady T—nfh—d, 
Secretaries of State, Northern Department, Duchefs 
of G—ft—n ; 
Sonthern Department, Mis. George Patt: 
Lady 
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Lady High Chancellor, Duchefe of Q-~nfimye 
Lady Privy Seal, Lady Ayl—b—y. 

Steward of the Houthold, Duchefs of B—di—d- 
Chamberlain, Duchefs of An—ft—r. ~ 

Mittrefa of the Horfe, bady Sa—h B—nb—y. 

Firtt Lady of tfe Admiralty, Lady P—cmcke 

Firft Lady of Trade, Lady H—ld—ffe. 

Secretary at War, Lady H—rr—t—n. 

Pay Miftrefs General of the Forces, Lady D—rlk—th. 
Captain of the Band of Penfioners, Lady Ch—t—m 
Mittrefs of the Stag-Hounds, Mrs. F—tt—pl—e, 
Minifter for Scotch Affairs, Duchefs of D—gl—s, 
‘Lady Lieutenant of Ireland, Marchionefs of K—Id——c. 


As to any places about Court which require parti- 
cular talents in the perfons who hold them, I thould » 
be at.no lofs:tofind females of adequate abilities, and 
enly defire they may be fairly compared with the 
-maies who at prefent enjoy thofe places. 


» Poet Laureat, Mifs Carter. 
Hiftoriographer, Mrs. Macaulay. 
King’s Painter, Mifs Reade, &c. &ce 


"The Commiffioners’ places at the feveral boards of 
Treafury, Admiralty, Trade, Cuitoms and Excifes 
might be occupied by the wives and daughters of the 
Lord Mayor, Aldermen and Sheriffs. The other in- 

ferior 
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ferior offices of bufinefs might be filled by the wives 
‘and daughters of the Commop Council ; whichwould 
be fuch a happy eftablifhment of public meafures, 
as would infallibly keep the great corporation in good 
humour, a point of the utmoft importance, and to 
which no Adminiftration, male or female, can be too 
attentive. 


And now, Mr. Woodfall, having. tketched out 2 
rough draught of my plan, 7 appeal to, every. candid, 
impartial Englifaman, whether the miniftry, as here 
named, is not, in point of real abilities, confefledly 
fuperior to any Adminiftration he has feen or read of 
in this country fince the days of Queen Anne, or 
Queen Elizabeth, 


Although I am thoroughly convineed in my owns 
mind of the trath of this, yet, fromi’a timidity and 
diffidence natural to owr fex, I did not dare to offer 
my plan to the public, till I had firit communicated 
it to feveral eminent perfonages of the other fex, and 
particularly to the great Commoner, fworn appraifer 
of minitterial merit, and to the great grammarian 
Dr. Johnfon, chief juftice of the court of criticifm, 


THe former of thefe great men wrete me a polite 
Je:ter from Bath, in which he was pleafed to fay, “OF 
“* all the plans of guidance which have Been’ fub- 

** mitted 
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« mitted to me for my approbation, none has appeared 
«+ of adequate virtuality, or fuch undoubted refpons 
“© {ibility ;” and the commentator, Dr. Johnfon, after 
pernfing ‘my ‘fchemé, returned it with the following 
note: 

MADAM, 

*¢ YOU may perambulate the whole Britifh domi- 
¢ nation, before you rencounter an equal number 
*¢ of men more irreprehenfible, more vivacious, or . 
“ that can with more facil dexterity inveftigate the 
* recondite principles of gubernatical machinations,”” 


After having received from thefe illuftrions perfo- 
nages, in terms fo clear and explicit, their appro- 
tion of this plan, my doubts inftantly vanifhed ; and 
I now offer it to the public, boldly and faithfully, as 
a fovereign:teurety for all the diforders of the State. 
A® to myfelf, having heard forhe receat inftances (I 
hope they did not happen in this country) of mi- 
nifters having behaved with the blackeft ingratitude © 
to the perfon who made them, I hold it prudent to 
ftipulate before hand with my new Miniftry, that they 
fhall grant me the reverfion of the firit Teller’s place 
in the Exchequer which fhall become vacant: and 
fecure me a penfion of 30001, a year on the Irith 
eftablifhment, till fach vacancy fhall happen. I Mpe 
no one will think that in afking this, I have over- 
rated my own meritss How many perfons do we fee 

poffeffed 
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poffefled of lucrative places, or great penfions, whe 
have never. rendered the {mallett fervices to the 
community? Whereas the Henriques Samily, both 
male and female, have {pent the greateft part of their 
time and fubftance in forming fchemes for the ho. 
nour and advantage of the State; for which, notwith- 
ftanding, they are to this hour anplaced, aapenfions 
ed, warewarded. I remain, 

Mr. Woodfall, 

Neverthelefs, the Public’s 
Mott devoted fervant, 
JACOBINA HENRIQUES, 


VERS E § 
TO THE. MEMORY OF 
G A R R Tso XK, 


SPOKEN AS A MONODY, AT THE THEAT 
ROYAL IN DRURY LANE. 





[To the Right Honourable Countefs SPENCER, 
whofe approbation and efteem were juftly confider- 
ed by Mr. Garricx as the highett panegyric bis 
talents or conduct could acquire, this imperfe& 
tribute to his memory is, with great deference, in- 
fcribed by her Lady thip’s moit obedient, humble 
fervant, 7 

RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN . 
March, 25, 1779 : 


E473 


TF dying excellence deferves a teat, 

If fond remembrance ftill is cherifh’d here, 

Can we perfift to bid your forrows flow 

For fabl’d fulf’rers, and delufive woe? 

Or with quaint {miles difmifs the plaintive flrain, 
Point the quick jeft—indulge the comic vein— 
Ere yet to buried Rofcius we affign—= 

One kind regret-one tributary line? 


His fame requires we aét a tenderer part: 
His memory claims the tear you gave his art! 


The generat voice, the meed of mournful verte, 
The {plendid forrows that adorn’d his hearfe, 
‘The throng that mourn’d as their dead favourite 

paintdas , 

The grat’d refpewt that claim’d him to the !aft, 
While Shakefpeare’s image from its hallow’d bafe, 
Seem’d to preferibe the grave, and point the placed. 
Nor thefe— ror all the fad regrets that flow 
From fond Fidelity’s domeftic woe — 
So much are Garrick’s praife—fo much his due— 
As on this fpot—one tear beitow'd by you. 


Amid the atts which feck ingenious fame, 

Our toil attempts the moft precarious claim ! 

To him, vhofe mimic pencil wins the prize, 

* vedient Fame immortal wreathes fupplies » 
‘Whate’er 
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Whate’er of wonder Reynolds now may raife, 
Raphael till boats cotemporary praife : 
Each dazzling light, and gaudier bloom fubdu’d, 
With undiminifh’d awe his works are view’d: 
E’en Beauty’s portrait wears a fofter prime, 
Touch’d by the tender hand of mellowing time, 


The patient fculptor owns an humbler part, 
A ruder toil, and more mechanic art ; 
Content with flow and timorous Stroke to trace 
The lingering line, and mould the tardy grace: 
But once atchiev’d—tho’ barbarous wreck o’erthrow 
The facred fame, and lay its glories low, 
Yet fhall the feulptur’d ruin rife to day, 
Grac’d by defeat, and worthip’d in decay ; 
Th’ enduring record bears the artift’s name, 
Demands his honours, and afferts ¥ kane. 


Superior hopes’ the poet’s bofom fire— 
O, proud diftinétion of the facred lyre!— 
Wide as th’ infpiring Phoebus darts his ray, 
Diffufive fplendor gilds his votary’s lay. 
Whether the fong heroic woes rehearfe, 
With epic grandeur, and the pomp of verfe ; 
Or, fondly gay, with unambitious guile 
Attempt no prize but favouring Beauty’s {mile ; 
Or bear dejected to the lonely grove 
The foft defpair of unprevailing love : 
Whate’er 


[49] 


Whate’er the theme—thro’ every age and clime 
Con genial paffions meet th’ according rhyme: 
‘The pride of Glory—Pity’s figh fincere— 
Youth's earliet blufh—and Beauty’s virgin tear. 


Such is their meed—their honours thus fecure, 
Whofe arts yield objeéts, and whofe works endure, 
The actor only, fhrinks from time’s award ; 
Feeble tradition is his memory’s guard ; 

By whofe faint breath it muft abide, 

Unvouch’d by proof—to fubflance unalfied ! 
- Ewn matchlefs Garrick’s art to heav’n refign’d, 
“No fix’d effeét, no model leaves behind ! 


The grace of aétion—the adapted mien 
Faithful as nature to the varied feene: 
Th’ expreffive gf ie—whofe fubtle comment drawS 
Entrane’d attention, and a mute applaufe ; 
“Gefture that marks, with force and feeling fraught, 
A fenfe in filence, anda will in thought ; 
~Harmonious fpeech, whofe pure and liquid tone’ 
Gives verfe a mufic, farce confefs’d its own ; 
As light from gems affumes a brighter ray 5 : 
And cloathed with orient hues, tranfcends the day '— 
Paffion’s wild break—and frown that awes the fenfes 
And every charm of gentler eloquence 
All perifhable !—like th’ eleétric fire, 
But firike the frame—and as they ftrike expire ; 
Incenf 
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Incenfé tco pure a bodied flame to bear, 
Its fragrance charms the fenfe, and blends with air, 


Where then—while fink in cold decay he lies, 
And pale eclipfe for ever veils thofe eyes 5— 
Where is the bleft memorial that enfures 
Our Garrick’s fame ?—whofe is the trutt ?—'tis yours® 


And O! by every charm his-art effay’d 
To footh your cares !—by. every grief allay’d! 
By the huth’d wonder which his accents drew ! 
By his laft parting tear, repaid by you! 
By all thofe thoughts, which many a diftant night, 
Shall mark his memory with a fad delight !— 
Still in your heart’s dear record bear his name ; 
Cherith the keen regret that lifts his fame; 
To you it is bequeath’d, affert the: if, 
And to his worth—’tis ali you cati-be juit, 


What more is due from fanétifying time, 
To chearful wit, and many a favour’d rhyme, 
Over his grac’d urn fhall b!oom, a deathlefs wreath, 
Whofe bloffom’d fweers fhal! deck the matk beneath 
F 1 thefe—when Sculpture’s votive toil thall rear 
The due memorial of a lofs fo dear !— 
O loveliet mourner, genile Mufe! be thine 
The pleafing woe to guard the laurell’d fhrine. 

As 
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As Fancy, oft by Superitition led 
To roam the manfions of the fainted dead, 
Has view’d, by thadowy eve’s unfaithful gloom, 
A weeping cherub on a martyr’s tomb— 
So thou, fweet Mufe! hang o’er his {culptur’d bier, 
With patient woe, that loves the lingering tear ; 
With thoughts that mourn—nor yet defire relief, 
With meek regret, and fond enduring grief ; 
With lcoks that fpeak—he never fhall return !—~ 
Chilling thy tender Bofom clafp his urn ; 
And with foft fighs difperfe th’ irreverend duft, 
Which Time may firew upon his facred buft, 


Oo N BE A U TF Y 
BY LORD VISCOUNT PALMERSFON, 


ENchanting nyt#Bh of heavenly birth, 
Celeftial beauty, fent on earth 

“To footh our cares, oar toils, our ftrife, 
And gild the gloom that faddens life ; 
Thine empire countlefs millions own, 
And every ciime reveres thy throne. 
Whate’er purfuits mankind engage, 
From frolic youth to ferious age, 
To thy refittlefs pow’r they bow, | 
Whilft nature prompts the artlefs vow. 
Lur’d by the hopes thy fimiles can give, 
For thee the wretch endures to live. 


C sz ] 
To gain thy praife, his valour’s meed, 
For thee the hero dares to bleed. 
Entic’d by thee to happier dreams, 
Ambition drops his airy fchemes, 
To purchafe thee, from caverns deep, 
The mifér brings his treafur’d heap. 
The fage, with reafon’s boafted arms, 
A while may combat beauty’s charms ; 
But foon a burfling figh will prove, 
That reafon never conquers love. 
Yet ere I bow before thy fhrine, 
And hail thy pow’r with rites divine, 
O, bleft enchantrefs, deign to tell, 
In what confifts thy magic fpell ! 
Is it an eye, whofe fparkling rays 
Eclipfe the diamond’s fainter blaze ; 
A cheek that fhamesthevernalr 5 
A breaft that vies with mountain fnows; 
A mouth that fmiles with matchlefs grace, 
Like pearls within a ruby cate ; 
A fhape like that which once was feen 
On Ida, when the Cyprian queen 
Difclos’d her charms to mortal eyes, 
Contending for the golden prize ?. 
Thefe may our warmett paffions fire, 
And kindle every fierce defire : 
But love, upheld by thefe alone, 
Mutt foon refign his ‘tott’ring throne, 

An 
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- And hold a poor precarious fway, 
The fhort liv’d beauty of a day. 
Or e’en to form a nymph complete, 
If all the various charms could meet, 
Which each divided bofom warm, 
And evry throbbing pulfe alarm, 
When Johnfon, Meynell, Pitt advance, 
And Wroughton joins the {prightly dance, 
And lovely Spencer, mild and fair, 
Comes bluffing forth with Hebe’s air ; 
Yet thefe were vain, unlefs to thefe _ 
Were join’d the fecret pow’r to pleafes 
That namelefs fomething undefin’d, 
That foft effufion of, the mind, 
Which fweetly fmiles in ev’ry face, 
To every motion lends.a grace, 
And, when'th “Beauty points a dart, 
Impels and guides it to the heart. 
In vain the ftealing hand of time 
May pluck the bloffoms of their prime. 
Envy may talk of bloom decay’d, 
How lilies droop, and rofes fade 5 
But conftancy’s unalter’d truth, 
Regardful of the vows of youth, 
Affection that recals the patft, 
And bids the pleafing influence laft, 
Shall {till preferve the lover’s flame, 
In every {cene of life the fame 5 


And 
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And fill with fond endearments blend 
The wife, the miftrefs, and the friend. 


THE FOLLOWING VERSES WERE. WRITTEN UPON 
A YOUNG LADY, MiSs F-=s, WHO WAS DRESSED 
IN THE HABIT OF A JUDGE AT A MASQUERADE 
AT 60UTHAMPTON, 


BY THE gaME, 
Cc U PID FEAL OUS 


A Nymph of every charm poffet 
To animate the coldett breat 
With love’s aufpicious.flame, 
Of late her mimic art difplay’d, 
And from a lovely, tender maid, 
A revered judge beeame, 


The {preading wig, the folemn hat, 
“Where venerable Dulnefs fat, 
Deceiv’d our wond’ring eyes ; 
Her pleafing thape, her eafy mien, 
Her graceful airs no more were feen 
In that uncouth difguife. 


From that foft tongue was heard no more- 
The mufic which it us’d to pour, 
The mufic of the mind 3 
: Nor 
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Nor could thofe eyes their beams difpenfe, 


Which fhine replete with manly fenfe, 
And female <oftneds join’d. 


Yet fay, dear girl, what magic art 
Tho’ thus difguis’d, from ev’ry heart 
A fecret homage drew? ~ 
Why round thee prefe’d the gay, the young, 
Forfook the dance, and left the fong, 
Thy reverend form to view ? 


In vain, tho’ every art was try’d, 

In vain, alas! you ftrove to hide 
What could not be conceal’d ! 

Malicious Cupid fpoii’d the jeft, 

And darting fwift thro*every breaft, 
The whele-daseit:reveal’d, 


And is it thus, ungrateful maid, 
The god, ‘in jealeus anger, faid, 
My empire you difown ? 
And could’it thou with love’s foes combine, 
And bid thofe eyes no longer thine, 
Which beft fupport his throne ? 


Then give me back each winning grace, 
With which I deck’d that lovely face, 
And arm’d each fparkling eye; 
Vou, I. D In 
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In whofe bright erbs, at my command, 
The little loves, a num’rons band, 
In fecret ambufh lie. 


My favourite’s triumphs to infure, 
I gave whate’er might beft fecure, 
Or moft extend her fway ; 
And can that heart fo foon forget 
What gratitude for fueh a debt 
Should prompt thee to repay ? 


No: let thy gentle bofom prove 

Obedient to the voice of love, - 
And quit this ftrange difguife: 

Nor let the am’rous youths in vain 

Lament that thou no more will deign 
To blefs their longing eyes. 


The nymph, with files confenting, heard, 
And in her own bright form appear’d, 
_ To footh the anxious boy: 
Grace led her eaiy fleps along, 
And with her came in myftic throng, 
Wit, beauty, love, and joy. 


"Thus breaking from the vernal clouds, 
Where oft his radiant beams he fhrouds, 
‘The fun appears more bright, 
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With frefher crimfon paints the rofe, 
And o’er the face of nature throws 

A more refulgent light. 
Southampton, O&. 1975. 


PROLOGUE TO THE PLAYS AT H——, 
ACTED NOVEMBER 24th anew 2gth, 1774. 


SPOKEN BY LORD P 





IN times when gloomy fuperftition reign’d, 
Tho’ blackeft deeds our ruder annals ftain’d, 
A play was deem’d of all bad things the wortt ; 
And players, without hope of mercy, curft. 
Yet oft ambition or mifguided zeal, 

Oft would revenge employ the murderer's fteel. 
‘The fame fair faint-has mix’d the deadly bow! 
That founded convents to enfure her foul, 
Born under eafy Pleafitre’s golden ray ; 

‘We think no crime to fee or act a play. 

But in no real tragedies ‘engage, , . 

Ours is, we freely own, a comic ages 

Unhappy marriages admit a few— 

An innocent adultery or two— * 

The fierceft effort of our party rage, 

Eafts but an hour or two upon the ftage. 


* Alluding to the play of the Innocent Adaltery ; or, Us- 
hajpy Marrisec. ° 
Dz Like 
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Like fkilful a@ors, we find ways and means 
To fettle all difputes behind the fcenes. - 
Butif no feruples—players ftitl have fears, 
Ours are of critic eyes, and critic ears. 
‘Tho’ none believe it wicked—fome may fay, 

” °Tis foolih in us to enact a play. 
And what is worfe, much worfe, ’tis ten to one, 
That all agree it’s miferably done- 
But pray, Sirs, view things in their proper light, - 
We mean to pafs away a winter's night. 
No farce we play—do make one jutt reflection, 
‘Ta catch your * votes for this or that eleCions 
Freemen, and freeholders, our harmtefs fpeech, 
Would not your {mallet privilege impeach ; 
Members, to you, who thudder at a bribe, 
We bring no hard cOnditicns to fubfcribe. 
But much we wih to be in your good graces. 
Be jut then, candid, wife, and keep your places. 
Without its folly, or grotefque parade, 
AA play’s at leait a fort of mafquerade, 
And tho’ more fplendid you have feen, peut-étre, 
You're truly welcome to our Féte-champétre, 
But if, inftead of forcing you to weep, 
‘Our tragic airs difpofe to langh or fleep, 


* Part of the houfe Rands in Warwickthire, and part in Wore 
ceiterthire ; and the polls fer the two counties were then taking at 
Wop.cker and Warwick, 


Should 
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Should we in Comedy excite your pity’, 
Subjects of wit inftead of being witty; _ 
Make aukward agtitudes, ungraceful flarts, 
Mifplace our action, or forget our parts, 
Mangle the poet’s meaning or his rhyme, 
Or fpeak, or ftrike, or die before our time, 
And fin, in fhort, ’gainft all dramatic laws, 
We crave your pardon—and excufe ‘applaufe. 


TO DR ANDREWS, 


PROVOST OF TRINITY COLLEGE, DUBLIN, 
BY GEORGE LORD VISCOUNT TOWNSHEND» 
Ne fit ancilla, 8:0. Hor. 
Busi not, dear Andrews, nor difélaim 
A paffion for that-matchlefs dame, 
Who kindles in all breafts a flame, 
By beauty’s magic force ; 
What tho’ o’er Dolly’s lovely head* 
Summers tWvice ten are fearcely fled ; 
Is it on that account decreed 
She mutt refufe of courfe? 


Miltown, coeval with thy fire, 

Dur to a blooming maid afpire, 

‘And felt, or feign’d, a lover’s fire 
At feventy-three, or more. 


® Milfs Dorothy Mon-oe, fince married to =mper, 


D3; Bligh, 
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Bligh, who in Churchill’s battles bled, 
‘Took a young virgin to his bed; 
No horny dreams difturb’d his head, 
Tho’ fhaking at fourfcore, 


Intrepid Lucas, lame and old, 
Bereft of eye-fight, health, and gold, 
To a green gir! his paflion told, 

And clafp’d the yielding bride : 
Then pry’thee leave that face of care, 
Let not your looks prefage defpair, 
Be jovial, brifk, and debonnair, 

My life, you’re not deny’d. 


Nor think, my friend, becaufe 1 prize 

Her breatts that gently fall and rife, 

Her auburn hair, and radiant eyes, 
Tenvy your efpoufal ; : 

No rival paffion fires my breaft, 

Long fince from amorous pains at reft ; 

Nay more, to proge what I’ve profefs’d, 
Vil carry your propofal. 


* Within two years after writing this, his Lordfhip marzicd 
Mits Montgomery. 


a4 
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TO THE MEMORY OF THE 


“RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLOITE VISCOUNTESS 
TOWNSHEND, 


BARONESS FERRARS IN HER OWN RIGHT, WHO 
DIED AT LEIXL.P, IN IRELAND, ON THE sth OF 
SEPTEMBER, 1770, 


_ BY EARL NUGENT. 

Witu down-caft look, and pitying eye, 

Unarav’d the Kiag of Terrors ttood ; 
He laid his fting and horrors by, 

Awerle to firike the fair and good : 
When thus an angel urg’d the blow— 

“* No more thy lifted hand fufpend ! 
“ To confcious guilt a dreaded foe, 

“ To innocence a Welcome friend. 
“© Bright hofts of cherubs round her fland, 

“* To her and ine confels’d alone ; 
‘* Each waving his celeftial hand, 

‘* And pointing to th’ eternal throne. 
The angel {poke ~nor hufband d&r, 

Nor children lov’d (a mournful train) 
Could from her eye attraét one tear, 

Nor bend one thought to earth again. 
The foul, impatient of delay, 

No more could mortal fetters bind, 
But fpringing to the realms of day, 

Leaves ev’ry human care behind, 

D4 Yet 
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Yet, oh.d.an infant daughter’s * claim 
Demands from heaven thy guardian care § 
Proteét that lovely, helpleis frame ! 
And guard that breaft you form’d fo fair. 
A parent’s lofs, unknown, unwept, 
Thoughtlefs the fatal hour fhe paft 5 
Or only thought her mother flept, 
Nor new how long that fleep mutt laft. 
When time th’ unfolding mind difplays, 
May fhe, by thy example led, 
Fly from that motley giddy maze, 
Which youth, and guilt, and folly tread! 
Thefe never knew the guiding hand 
Which leads to virtue’s arduous way ; 
Mothers now join the vagrant band, 
And teach their children how to ftray. 
Her hall the pious tafk engage, 
(Such once was thine, with lenient aid) 
A father’s forrows to affuage, 
His love with equal love repaid. 
So fhall fhe read with ardent eye, 
This leffon thy laft moments gives= 
« They who, like thee, would fearlefs die, 
“ Spotlefs, like thee, muft learn to live.’* 


®@ Elzabeth, bon in Auguft 1766, 


EPISTLE 
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EPISTLE TO THE EARL OF CHESTEW ‘ELD. 


FROM THE HILLS OF HOWTH IN IRELAND, WaeRE 
THE AUTHOR WAS DRINKING GOAT *s WHEYe 


BY TSE SAME. 


STANHOPE! wow'dtt thou condefcend, 
Here to fee thy humble friend, 

Far from doétors, potions, pills, 
Drinking health on Howthan hills. 
‘Thou the precious draught fhalt tharey 
Bacy hall the bow! prepare. 

From the broufing goat it flows, 

From each balmy fhrub that grows 
Hence the kidling’s wanton fire, 

Hence the nerves that brace his fire. 


What, tho’ far from filver Thamesy 
Stately piles, and courtly dames! 
Here we boaft a purer flood, 

Joys that ftream from {prightly blood ¢ 
Here is fimple beauty feen, 
Fair, and cloth’d like beauty’s queen 3 
Nature’s hands the garb compofe, 
From the lily and the r-fe ; 
Or, if charm’d with richer dyes, 
Fa -y ev’ry robe fupplies. 
 Atthat time Robert Nogent, Efqe 2 


Ds Domes 
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Da__ i with India’s treafures fraughty: 
Rife by magic power of thought ; 
While remote from real pelf, 
Here thou fhalt enjoy thyfelf. 


Come, and with thee bring along 
Jocund tale, and witty fong, 
Senfe to teach, ‘and words to move, 
Arts that pleafe, adorn, improve ; 
And, to gild the glorious fcene, 
Confcience fpotlefs and ferene. 


Wretched with a W—~’s ftore, 
‘Wretched, tho’ poffefs’d of more, 
Lives the man, who doom’d to roam, 
Never can be blefs’d at home ; 

Nor retire within | hie mind, 

From th’ ungrateful and unkind, 
Happy they, whom crowds befriend ; 
Curs’d, who on thofe crowds depend ; 
On.the great-one’s peevifh fit, 

On the coxcomb’s fpurious wit 5 

Ever fentenc’d to bemoan 

Every failing but their own. 


Tf, like them, rejedting eafe, 
Hills and health no longer pleafe ; 
7 Quick 
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Quick defcend, thou may’tt refort 
To the Viceroy’s{plendid court ¢ 
Like-a monarch’s is his ftate, 
O! were monarchs juft fo great! 
There, indignant, fhalt thou fee 
Cringing flaves, who might be free, 
Brib’d with titles, hope, or gain, 
Tie their country’s fhameful chain ; 
Or, infpir’d by heaven's good caufey 
Watte the land with holy laws ; 
While the gleanings of their pow’r, 
Lawyers, lordlings, priefts' devour. 


Now methinks I hear thee fay, 
*¢ Drink alone thy mountain whey > 
«¢ Wherefore tempt the Irifh fhoals ? 
“¢ Sights like thefe are nearer Paul's.” 


TO CORINNA, 
BY THE SAME. 


WHILE I thofe hard commands obey, 
Which tear me from thee far away ; 
Never did yet love-tortur’d youth, 
-So dearly prove his doubted wrath 3 
For never woman charm’d like thee, 
Aad never man yet lov’d like me. 
D6 Al 
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All creatures whom fond flames infpire,: 
Purfue the object they defire ; 
But I, prepoft’rous doom! mutt prove 
By diftant flight the ftrongeft love ; 
And ev’ry way, diftrefs’d by fate, 
Muft lofe thy fight, or meet thy hate. 


o oD E£, 


TO FREDERICK, PRINCE OF WALES'S BIRTH-DAY> 
WRITTEN IN THE YEAR 1739s 


BY THE SAME. 


IL 
FIry to hail this happy day, 
Freedom demands a feftal lay, 
And wakes the filent ftring : 
The gen’rous mufe, untaught to fear, 
Infpires what Britain’s Prince fhould hear, 
And Britain’s tards thould fing. 


I 


Accurs’d the wretches ever be, 
And foes to facred Literty, 
Who impious dare prefume 
To footh his ear with fuch a ftrain, 
As better fits the cringing train, 
‘The flaves of France or Romes 


ML Far 
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Far other {peaks the'Wice of Truth, 
O! may it.warn thee, Royal Youth f 
‘To fly bafe Flattery’s lore, 
‘The fyren fings; who liften, die; 
Behold yon wreck with cautious eye! 
' Nor truft the faithlefs fhore ! 


Iv. 


And when beneath thy counfel’d reign, 
Britain fhall plow the fubje&t main, 
‘Complete heaven’s great defign ! 
Reftrain thy powers with binding laws! 
And grateful own the glorious caufe, 
That rais’d thy fcepter’d line! 


Vv. 


So fhalt thou earn unequal fame, 

From bleffings deathlefs as thy name, 
By lateft time enjoy’d ; 

Whilft gifts from arbitrary fway, 

Shine the vain pageants of a day, 
Neglected and deftroy’d. 


VIL 


‘Thy throne fhall thus unfhaken ftand ; 
Its ample bafe, a profperous land ; 
Thy ftrength, a nation’s might ; 
; And 
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And thus thy future race fhall be 
Safe in a blefs’d neceffity, 
Guided and rul’d by right. 


VII. 


Let priefts an hallow’d bondage preach ! 

Let fchool-men earth-born godhead teach ! 
Let leyal madmen rave! 

Wife nature feels, the mdtks their rules $- 

‘And Jaws opprefs’d, from diffrent fchools, 
Unite the free and brave. 


VOL 


So form’d, now fhines the patriot band, 
‘The guardians of a threaten’d land, 

Of Britain and her crown. 
May fuch adurn each future age, 
Equal to ftem wild faction’s rage, 

Or pull a tyrant down H 


Ix. 


Genius of Freedom, and of Peace? 

Bid rapine and contention ceafe ! 
Proteét what you beftow’d ! 

Well may a burden’d realm cotiplain, 

If, refeued from the galling chain, 
She finks beneath her load, 


‘VERSES 
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VERSES 


LEFT BY MR. POPE, ON HIS LYING IN THE SAME 
BED WHICH WILMOT, EARL OF ROCHESTER, 
USED AT ADDERBURY, THEN BELONGING To 
THE DUKE OF ARGYLL, 

* Joly 9, 1739. 

WITH no poetic ardour fir’d, 

I prefs the bed where Wilmot lay ; 

That here he liv’d, or here expir’d, 

_ Begets no numbers grave or gaye 


But in thy roof, Argyll, are bred 
Such thoughts as prompt the brave to lic 
Stretch’d out in honour’s nobler bed, 
Beneath a nobler roof, the tky. 


Such flames as high in patriots bura, 
Yet ftoop to blefs a child, or wife, 

And fuch as wicked kings may mourn, 
When frecdom is more dear than life. 


TO HIS GRACE THE DUKE OF ARGYLL, 


UPON READING THE PREAMBLE TO THE PATENT, 
CREATING HIM DUKE OF GREENWICH, 


BY THE SAME. 
MINDLESS of fate, in thefe low vile abodes, 
Tyrants have oft ufpur’d the ftyle of gods; 
But 
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But that the mortal may be thought divine, 
The herald ftraight new modell’d all his line 5 
And venal prieft, with well-diffembled lie, 
Preambled to the crowd the mimic Deity. 
Not fo great Saturn’s fon, imperial Jove, 
He reigns unqueftion’d in his realms above ; 
No title from defcent he need infers 
His red right arm proclaims the thunderer. 
This, Campbell, be thy pride, illuftrious peer, 
Alike to thine diftingwifh’d in thy fphere. 
All merit but thine own thou may’tt difdain, 
Aind kings have been thine anceftors in vain. 


T HE PIN. 


BY SOAME JENYNS, ESQ. 
CROWN’D be the man with lafting praife, 
Who firft contriv’d the pin 
To loofe mad horfes from the chaife, 
And fave the necks within. 


See how they prance, and bound, and fkip, 
And all controul difdain ! 

They bid defiance to the whip, 
And tear the filken rein. 


Awhile we try if art or ftrength 
Are able to prevail ; 
But hopelefs when we find at length 


That all our efforts fail, 
With 
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With ready foot the {pring we prefs, 
Out jumps the magic plug ; 
Then, difengag’d from all diftrefs, 
We fit quite fafe and fnug. 


The pamper’d fteeds their freedom gain’d, 
Run off fall fpeed together; 

But, having no plan afcertain’d, - 
They run they know not whither. 


Boys, who love mifchief, and of courfe, 
Enjoying the difatter, a 

Bawl * Stop ’em ! {top em!” til théy’re hoarfe, 
But mean to drive them fafter. 


Each claiming now his nat’ral right, 
Scorns to obey his brother ; 

So they. proceed to kick and bite, 
And worry one another. 


Hungry at length, and blind and lame, 
Bleeding at nofz and eyes, 

By fufPrings made exceeding tame, 
And by experience wife ; 


With bellies full of liberty, 
But void of oats and hay, 

‘They both fheak back, their folly fee, 
And run no more away. 


Let 
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Let all who view th’ inftruttive fcene, 
_. And patronize the plan, 
Give thanks to Glos’ter’s worthy Dean, 
For Tucker—thou’rt the man, 


ON THE EARL OF CHESTERFIELD 


BEING AT BATH, JULY, 1772. 


BY THE SAME, 


IN times by felfithnefs and faGtion four'd, 

When dull importance has all wit devour’d; 
When rank, as if t? infult alone defign’d, 

Exads a proud feclufion * from mankind ; 

And greatnefs from all focial commerce fled, 
Efteems it dignity'to be ill bred. 

Sec Chefterfield alone refifls the tide, 

Above all party, and above all pride ! 
Vouchfafes each night thefe brilliant fcenes to grace, 
Augments, and fhares the pleafures of the place ; 
Admires the fair, enjoys the fprightly ball, 
Deigns to be pleas’d, and therefore pleafes all, 
Hence, tho’ unequal now the tafk to hit, 

Learn what was once politenefs, eafe, and wit. 


* Allading to the fapercilious airs of fome of our people of: 
quality, who affeét to avoid frequenting the public roome, 
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~ AN 
YWUMOROUS LETTER TO- THE DEAN OF W—~.* 


SIR, 


T Am told there.is 2 book which lies in your fludy, 
in fheets, and all thofe wha have feen it admire it 
fhould continue fo long unbound. I think it is cal- 
led Marfhall’s Epithalamiums, or fome fuch name 5 
put leit I fhould be miftaken in the title, T'll defcribe 
it to you as well as Ican. It is a fine fair manufcript, 
writ with black fhiningink, onthe whiteft and fmooth- 
eft vellum that can be imagined ; the ftrokes of the 
- pen are fo very nice and delicate, as difcover it was 
direted by a mafterly hand; and there is fuch a’ 
fymmetry and proportion in all the parts of it, and 
the features (as I may term them) of each letter are 
fo exaét, as puts the reader many times to a ftand in 
admiring the beauties of them, The book has an 
additional ornament which it did not want, the initiak 
letters and all the margins are flourifhed with gold 3 


* This letter was fent to the Dean of W——, who was alfo 
Vicar General of the diocefe, by a widower (with fix children) 
vnder the feigned named of Elzcvir. The ¢efign was to invite 
him and his company to fupper, efpeciaily Mifs Etizabeth 
Marthall, a beautiful lady of eighteen years of age, and three 
thoufand pounds fortunc, who (the Dean’s houfe being full) was 
then ‘todged in his fludy. 


‘but 
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but that which recommends it more, is that though it! 

has been wrote about eighteen years, as 1 have been. 

informed, yet it is not in the leat fullied ot ftained, 

infomuch, that one would think it was never yet 

turned over by any man : and indeed there’s the more 

reafon to belicve it, the firft leaves of it being yet 

Unopened, or untouched. The volume of itfelf doce 
not appear to be of any great bulk, yet I have heard 
it valued at 30001. It would indeed bea thoufand 

pities, that fo valuable a piece fhould ever be lott ; 
and the fureft way to prevent this, is by increafing 

the copies of it; fo that if the author will give his 
-confent, and you be fo kind as to licenfe it, PH ims 
mediately put it in the prefs. I have all toole ne« 
ceflary for the purpofe, and a curious fet of letters 

that never were ufed, but in printing of one book, and 
of this too there’s not above half a dozen in the 
whole impreffion ; fo that you mutt jmagine they are 
not the worfe for wearing. For my part, Pit fpare 

no cofts nor pains to embellith and adorn the work 

with the moft natural and lively figures ; and 1 fhalt 

not defpair to make this gdition appear as beautiful in 

the eyes of all men, as the original is at prefent in 

mine, which, to tell you the truth, is fo very charme 
ing and fine, that methinks I could read it both by 
day and by night with pleafure. If therefore you 

will do me the favour to let me have your company 
this eveniag, and bring this incomparable piece along 

with 
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with you, it will add much to the entertainment and 
fatisfaction of every one, but particularly of him whoy 
with great refpect, is always, Sir, , 
Your moft humble 
And faithful fervant, 
ELZEVIR. 


“From my printing-houfe, in Lye. 
down, in the Low Countries, 


‘MERLIN AT THE MASQUERADE, 


BY THE EARL OF CHARLEMONT. 


Wuen one, and two-fold feven, and myttic three, 
Shall mark the year of the nativity ; 

‘When cock and lion fhall, in Nature’s fpite, 
Strange miracle! in amorous league unite ; 

Such crowing, purring, velvet-pawing, picking ! 

* Lis fear’d the royal beaft may prove with chicken! 


When the rough northern bear hall grow polite, 
His briftles frize,.and learn to read and write ; 
Seck the forbidden main, he wont to fear, 

And ftrive to pull the crefcent from its-fphere ; 
And, leagu’d with two fierce birds of mighty pow’s, 
Inftead of guarding, hall the pole devour: 


* At the Pantheon, Oxford-ftreet, May 12, 1773, where it . 
was fpoken by General Lee, who foon a‘terwards went .to 
America. 


When 
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When the rich realms, where Alexander toil’d, 
Shall by a pettifoggers fon be fpoil’d ; 
While London cits opprefs the eaftern glebe, 
And pedlars fill the thrones of Aurengzebe: 


When merchants fhall bewail their empty bags, 
And curfe their late ador’d, the child of rags ? 
A phantom, which the wrath of heaven hath fent, 
At once their idol, and their punifhment | 
Like to their favourite god, their Mammon made, 
Eager they grafp it, but they grafp a fhade ' 
The gorgeous figure mixes with the wind, 
And poverty and fhame remain behind ! 


When the third namefake of our patron faint 
Shall change our ferverit pray’rs to harfh complaint; 
His, and their country’s friends fhall all difgrace, 
And cherifh thofe, who wou’d profecribe his race + 3. 
When northern flaves in freedom’s-feat fhall {port, 
And none but virtue’s foes hall thrive at court 
Where noxious thiftles choak the wholefome {pring, 
And vice and merit mean the felf-fame thing ; 

When freedom’s fons fhall furink from bonds preper *d,” : 
And into licence, liberty be fear’d? oN 


When, by a prince whom freedom’s “elf hath 
crown’d, 
A vile affaffin fhall be fought, and found, 
To wound the goddefs in her favourite fon, 
The brave, th? immortal martyr’d Algernon ; 
s For 
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For anger here exalts the prophet’s flame, 
And indignation marks the injur’d name. 


When magic’s power thefe wretched realms obey, 

And groan beneath two beldams’ impious {way ; 

A daughter and her dam for witchcrafts fam’d, 
This Luxury, and that Corruption nam/’d ! 

Whofe potent charms in dungeon dark and deep, 
Loaded with chains, Britannia’s genius keep ; 
While, in her ttead, a fpell-created dame 
Prefides, and fills the realms with guilt and fhame, 
‘The fiend of gaming-hight ! whofe baleful guile 
Shall fcatter dire contagion o’er the ifle ; 

Powerful to wither every focial joy, 

To taint the foul, and all her peace deftroy ; 

To ftrike the wary eye of confcience blind, 

And to corruption open all the mind— 

Religion, virtue, fcience, tatte is fled, 
~ And fick’ning commerce droops her languid head ! 


Then fhall old Merlin, fo the fates command, 
Revifit earth to fave his native land: 
By heaven-taught fcience, nature’s myftic lore, 
‘Lo fweep fatanic guile from Britain’s fhore ; 
To rout the beldams, break their impious fpell, 
vAnd drive the fiend accurs’d back to her deftin’d hell. ” 


C24 
THE MUSE AT A HORSERACE; 


A BALLAD, ADDRESSED TO COURT AND COUNTRY 
JOCKIES, 1765, 


BY HENRY SEYMOUR, ESQ; 


WHEN my Clio is gay, 
It is always my way, 
In my pleafures to give her® place 
So I order’d my chaife, 
(For the mufes love eafe) 
And I drove her away to a race. 


All the lads far and near, 
With their lafles were there, 
Not a toaft in the country was miffing : 
“© Young Phillis and Dolly, 
« And cherry-cheek’d Moly, 
& And Peggy, fo noted for kifling.” 


When the clock had ftruck five, 
The whole field grew alive, 
And the drum gave a fpring to each heart 5 
. But, alas! not a horfe 
That had blood for the courfe, 
+ Was enter’d, or ready to ftart. 
What 
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What was then to be done, 
For a race matt be run, 
That no blank may be left in the day 2 
** If merit won't venture, 
** And hackneys will enter, 
‘* Why hackneys muft pocket the pay.” 


To the poft they repair'd, 
Each fearing and fear’d, 
Hoping all from each other’s demerit ; 
When they farted, their fame 
Was exactly the fame, 
And ’twas hard to fay which had moft fpicit. 


To fee poor jades fo lath’d, 
So kick’d, fpurr’d, and thrah’d, 
‘Was too fharp for foft nature like mine; 
Yet to give them their due, 
While a plate was in view, 
‘Their hearts were too great to repine, 


They joftled and crofs’d, 
Ran on both fides the pot, 
Ev'ry flroke was the caufe of fome blunder ; 
Yet, the knowing ones faid, 
(And they live by the trade) 
S* That to fee fuch quick turns was a wonder,” 


4 
Vou ; E Not 
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WNot-to fpin out my ditty, — 
The mufe waxed witty, 
And rallied me thus with a fneer ¢ 
If races like thefe, 
Can amufe and can pleafe, 
O, why left we town to come here! 


At the end of Pall. Mall, 
There’s a fpot you know well, 
*Where the mufes on titth-days refort ¢ 
_ For except on that day; 
When they fing for their pay, 
With Grenville each mufe fled the Court. 


Now hacks of all prices, 
All ages, and fizes, 

Are train’d for the race in July; 
When B—e. ere he’ venture ~ 
To let any enter, 

In private their bottoms muft try, 


If he hits on a breed 
He can manage full fpeed, 
‘And turn at the top of their rate; 
Tho’ ponies or pacers, 
He puffs them for racers, 
And ftaris ’em ro win the king’s plate. 


Side 
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Since euftoms fo bafe 
Sunk the namé of this race, 
Good horfes all pats to the leeward ; 
_ And truft me; : my friend, 
Our C——t raced won’t mend 
As long as L— B—— fea Steward. 


TO LORD ‘Com, 
AN ong, 


3Y THE 8AmMe, 


Forcive, my Lote; aa homely mufe, 
Too plain by flact’ry to amufe, 
Too free to hope or fear ; 
I come not with obfequ’ous bow, 
To footh, proteft, Tecant, or vow, 
Like temporifing Cl—re, 


Nor meek, and trembling with defpair, 
‘Tordrop a penitential tear, 
And fue to be forgiv’n ; 
Unfit to freak abGur’a-court, 
L live where freedom’s fons refort, 
Beneath an humbler heay'n. 


Friend to the law, the church, and king, 
As numbers flow, I boldly fing, 
And praife where praife is due: 
E2 When 
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When laws enflave, I blot the plan, 


When fpendthrifts guide, I brand the man, 
_ ‘Tho? great, or proud as you 3; 


There was a time, I muft be plain, 
Ere adulation turn’d your brain, 
Ere pow’r unmatk’d your pride; 
When you, my Lord, diffus’d afar 
Your luftre, like the northern flar, 
- Britannia’s hope and guide. 


But now thefe rays are over-caft, 

Your fun has now his zenith paft, 
Declining are your fires 5 

No more Britannia, meek and tame, 

Like a fond miftrefs fans your flame, 
Nor courts your wild defires. 


Catt off, impgiyerifhed, undone, 

She weeps, her health and fortune gone, 
Whilt your new love rejoices 5 

But her’s is no uncommon ftate, 

Tis but the juft decree of fate, 
To dames who make fuch choices. 


America, her rival flame, 
That rough, imperious, haughty dame, 
4a dark in heart as feature ; 


‘vith 
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With your opinions to comply, 
Forces all bonds of legal tie, 
Of gratitude and nature. 


Rais’d by the fondeft mother’s care, 

She wounds that mother to defpair, 
‘Who gave her eafe and wealth; 

Tutor’d to ferve your omens ende, 

For you fhe cheats herfelf and friends, 
With you intrigues by ftealth, 


Such is the nature‘ of your fez, 

Regardlefs whom you pleafe or vex, 
You change from one to other; 

*Tis luftful paffion tempts the man, 

When daughters give wp all they can; 
Like you to quit the mother. 


This may. be folly deem’d in-youy 
Ere constancy and focial trttth’ 
Grow with the growth of times 
Yet fure in life there is a ftage, 
When treachery’s a ftain to age, 
When want of faith’s a crime. 


In vain again you meanly fly, 
With golden promife, flatt’ring figh, 
For refuge to her arms ; 
E3 Witely 
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Wifely fhe fhuns th’ attraétive flame, 
"That blaz’d but to undo her fame, 
Her fortune, health and charms, 


Britannia now has found a friend, 

Adtive an‘ able to defend, 
Acceifibie and true; 

On Grenviile the has caft her eye, 

From him expects that rich fupply 
Of wealth, the loftby you. 


From his abundant depth of mind, 
Refources flow of every kind, 
To eafe, correét, or heal ; 
Frugal of treafures not his own ; 
He bribes no Inungry courtier’s frown, 
He dreads no foe’s appeal. 


Averfe to fhe blood, 

His ruling paffion’s public good, 
His liberty, her law; 

Reviv’d by thefe falubrious pow’rs, 

She'll reft again on beds of flow’rs, 
And ftrength from plenty draw. 


AN 
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AN ODE 
UPON THE PRESENT- PERIOD OF TIME» 
BY TRE SAME. 


IN times like thefe, when-party rage 
Quickens the feeble pull of age, 
Aad fires the youthful breatt ; 
When confidence, that focial chain, 
Which link’d the faith of man to man, 
Shrinks from the gen’rous teft ; 


When ev’ry organ, fpring, and wheel, 

Deftin’d to move the public weal, 
For good and noble ends ; 

Forgetful of that great defign, 

AA, counterad, diftract, combine, 
As power recommends ; 


O, whither fiiall the.ufe 

To feek that fafe-eftablith'’d feat 
Where freedom f{pveads her wing ? 

Where can fhe breathe her honett fire, 

When public virtue tunes her lyre, 
When Grenville bids her fing ? 


Yet, ere the leaves this ftormy feene, 
To fly to profpedts more ferene, 
To feats till calm and gay; 
Ey ‘Fe 
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To you, her genius, refuge, friesd, 
(Titles by flatt’ry unobtain’d) 
She fends a parting lay. 


‘There is a feafon, men agree, 
Fixt by the laws of deftiny, 
To nations, as to man; 
Tn this precarious, bounded fpace 
‘They meet their triumph or difgrace, 
As rulers a& and plan. 


Let us, my friend, our 'thonghts convey, 
To feafons of the brighteft day, 
Times of aufpicious date ; 
When Britons eafy and content, 
Felt, in the hand of government, 
The fafety of the fate. 


Experience then, mature in years, 

Train’d from the cradle to affairs, 
Sat active at the helm ; 

Practis’d to break the ‘cafual wave, 

‘Too’ cautious wantonly to brave 
Storms, that would rifk the realm, 


Juttice, too prudent to believe, 
And Mercy, panting to relieve, 


In all his aGions {prung ; pice 
The 
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The laws their fettled courfe maintain’d, 
The prince belov’d, and loving reign’d, 
The people toil’d and fuig. 


Whatever India’s treafure yields. - 
From mines, or aromatic fields, 
Rich commerce made his own 5 
His virtues made his friends revere, 
His powers taught his foes to fear, 
He’s great, the more he’s known, 


‘Gods! what a golden fcene was this, 
Of public fame, of private blifs! 
—But hold, delufive fire— 
The morning view is gone and paft, 
The bright meridian’s overcaft, 
The downy hours retire, 


Subject to ev’ry natural ill 

‘That {priags from impious, lawlefs will, 
From paffion, and pollution; 

To-day, the nation’s glory flies, - 

To-morrow, health and virtue dies, 
And then—’tis diffolution, 


The legal fword, and equal fcale 
Of juttice, unprotected, fail, 
The martial word is given ; 


Es Wifdomy, 
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Wifdom, in vain, may drop a tear, 
And Piety addrefs her prajer 
For interpofing heaven. 


In vain pale virgins, in defpair, 
To Freedom’s altar may repair, 
That wonted feat of reft: 
There ruffians have ufurp’d her name, 
And men, intrufted with her fame, + 
Alike have ftabb’d her breatt. 


‘The tumult fpreads—rank, honour, birth, 
Are levell’d with their native earth, 
Each man, as Ceefar’s great— 
Farewel allegiance to the throne, 
And dvty due to kings alone, 
Farewel the plumes of ftate ! 


‘Where can Britannia find a friend 7” 
The great profefs, the good commend, 
But can’t avert her doom ; 
The faithful B—df—rds all proclaim 
*¢ Friendfhip and charity the fame, 
** And both commence at home.” 


Mott fhe at G—ft—n’s feet repine, 
Or fue to G—ft—on’s concubine, 
With flattery, bribes, or tears? 
Bribes, 
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Bribes, like the magic of champaign, 
Can fteal the feeling foul from pain; 
And footh the wound of cares. 


But thefe, however well defign’d, 
Like opiums to the fev’sith mind, 
infnare it to endusez. 
Waking again, it raves. and-burns, 
Each agonizing pain returns, 
Till nature works the cures 


Come then, my Grenville, come away, 
*Tis criminal to lofe a day, 
With talents bright as thine : 
Let indolence, on beds of flowers, 
Confume the weary, lagging hours, 
Adtion’s thy nobler linc. 


Like Quintus, at his country’s cally 
Hafte to avert a nation’s fall, 
Thy abfence figns its fate: 
Felt by the Senate’s loud applaufe, 
Thy manly truths fhall plead its caufe, 
Thy counicls make it great. 


Hafte to correét thefe upftart things, 
Thefe modern counfellors of k—gs,: 
Who toy with flate and pow’r 5 

E6 Expofe . 
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Expofe the limes they draw, and break, 
Blow down the bafelefs plans they make, 
Like play-things of an hour. 


This gen’rous courfe of glory rum, 

Fame fhall reeord thy triumph won, 
The mufe her tribute pay > 

Britannia to her fons fhatt-tell, 

%* That, anxious for the public weal, 
** Grenville ne’er loft a day.” 


TO FLAVIA 


BY THE MARQUIS OF CARMARTHEN, 


Lovety nymph affift my lyre, 
Beauty fure can verfe infpire, 
What are obclifks fuperb, 
Purling itream, and flow’ry herb ; 
Boundlefs ocean, azure fkies, 
‘When compar’d to Flavia’s eyes ? 
Let Palladio’s tafte divine, 
Circus, Crefcent, ‘all combine ; 
What to me are works of ftone, 
Tf I view thofe works alone ? 

Say, can fancy’s aid impart 
Raptures worth thy fhepherd’s heart? 
Can Dametas ever &e 


Beauty, and not think of thee ? 
3a 
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Say, then, what can Bath afford 
Equal to that form ador’d? 
‘Tho’ yon’ tow’rs, in proud array, 
May furvive remoteft day, 
What in them can reafon find 
Equal to that lovely mind ? 
Mirth, in vain; in wanton dance, 
Bids her fportive bands advance, 
Say, when Flavia’s form ferene, 
Leads them to the fprightly icene ; 
Say, my Flavia, can thy mind 
Joys in noife and tumult find ? 
Quit, ah! quit, yon giddy throng ; 
Different feenes to love belong: 
Change the proud exalted tow’r 
For thy thepherd’s tranquil bow’r 
‘There Dametas’ anxious care 
Ev’ry comfort fhall prepare ; 
Ne’er fhall {tern affiction’s tear 
In that bleft abode appear 5 
For immortal fure the charms, 
Which, my fair, protect from harms 5 
Which ev’ry word and action prove, 
Flavia the care of heav’n and love. 


BATH: 
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B A T 4H: 
ITS BEAUTIES AND AMUSEMENT. 
Parve (nec invideo) fine me liber ibis in ignems 
BY GEORGE ELLIS, ESQ: 


0) THOU, who erft from Baii’s fmoking plain, 
Didft to thefe rocks transfer thy healing reign ! 
Lord of each flagnant and folphureous.ditch, 
Great foe to vegetation, and-the itch ! 

Affit my fong, infpire my votive lays, 

For Bath demands, and Bath deferves my praife, 
Bath, the divine Hygeia’s favour’d child, 

' Where pigs were once, and princes now are boil’d ; 
Where arts and elegance have fix’d their feat, 
And graces ply, like chairmen—in the ftreet ; 
Where free from ling’ring education’s: phamy 
By which the brute is polith’d int man, 

‘We learn a fhorter and more pleating road, 

And grow (like beef) by ftewing—alamode, 

Tis here alone that architecture frames 

Such folid buildings with fuch founding names: 
A Circus, that phree ranks of columns boaits———- 
‘Three ganks of columns, like three rows of pofts ; 
Where none to dang’rous merit make pretence, 
Or feek a painful, fad pre-eminence. 

No kind pilafier at that giddy height 


Difpels our terrors or relicves our fight, 
. Becaufe 
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Betaufe we're told (tho’ different the name) 
That maflive and majeltic are the fame. 
Not thus the Crefcent towers thro’ the air, 
The proud Ionic reigns unrival’d there; 
Her pedeftals are eas’d of half their trouble, 
Like gen’rous fteeds, unfit to carry double, 
But then that Squaresewithin whofe center rail’d 
Lies Tafte upon an obelifkc impal’d; ‘ 
Mark, how from fervile f{queamifh order free, 
The different buildings fweetly difagree! 
This boafts a richer, that an humbler grace, 
Like courtiers in, and courtiers out of place, 


But while the mufe thro’ lifelefs rubbith flrays, 
Say, can no living wonders claim her lays ? 
What names, what titles might fhe not rehearfe t 
’Twould almoft make a chronicle in verfe. 
What peers laft night were melted drop by drop * 
‘To thew how well right-honourables hop ; 
(While thinly feacter’d, poor plebeians ftare, 
And wonder how the devil they came there) 
What Nabobs, rich in ev'ry thing but fenfe, 
Dilplay’d their haughty, dull magnificence ; 
What beaux, whom heav’n had fent us for ougfins, 
To teach us graces, and to kick our fhines 3 


* Thefe verfes were reat on themorning fuccceding a fube 

feriprion bail, from which commoners were alnoit entirely: 
. 
excluded, 


What 
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What clond-capt beltes—But fhall the honeft mufe 
Accept that tafk which envy would refute ? 

Shall the ’gainft heav’n exert her impious fkill ? 
For tho’ conceal’d by clouds, *tis heaven itill ! 


To you, ye {narling, fcribbling, fceptic crew, 
Who in perfection’s felf fome flaw can view ; 
You, who unmov’d on Julia’s felf can gaze, 
“+ While o'er her cheek the foft finite trembling plays 3# 
‘Whom nor the piercing glanee.of ‘confcious fenfe, 
Nor the meek eye of anxious diffidence, 
To fomething like humanity can move— 
Whom gods might fear, and devils cannot loveam 
To you, th’ unmanly cenfure I refign ; 
To love, to pity, to protect, be mime. 


But foft—behold new game appears in -viewaee 
Obferve that bufy, fluttering, noify crew ! 
They’re all Apolfo’s fons, from top to bottom— 
Tho’ poor Apollo wonders where he got them ? 
See how they hurry to that hallow’d fhrine— 
That facied feat of Sappho and the Nine! 

Blefs us! what toil, what coft has been beftow’d, 
To gige that profpect—of the Lendon road! 
Our admiration knows not where to fix— 

Here a cafcade, and there a coach and fix! 


Camoen’ss Mickle’s Tranflation, 


Withia 
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Within, a myftic vafe with laurel crown’d—« 
Hence, ye profane ¢ ’tis confecrated ground 

Here Sappho’s hands'the lait fad rites difpenfe 

To mangl’d poetry, and murder’d fenfe ; 

Here jetts were heard, ‘“ at which e’en Juno fmiPd, 
4¢ When crack’d by Jove magnificently mild,” * 
Jelts, fo-fabltinely oukef fenfe and thought, 

Poor fimple mortals cannot find them out ; 
Rhymes—like Scotch coufins—in fuch order plac’d, 
The fir {carce claims acquaintance with the lat! 


But fee, at length the cold dull fcene to chear, 
Kind nature bids her Jerningham appear. 
See on that bed of ‘ficknefs and defpair, 
Eliza’s form, and Yorick’s alter’d air ; 
The laft tear gliftens in his fleeptefs eye, 
While on his lips hangs quivering the cold figh 2 
_dAt eviry pang our tears unbidden flow, 
: Till the Heart fickens at the pictur’d woe. + 
But now ’tis paft—the dream is done away, 
And banith’d dullnefs reaffumes her fway. 
Go then, my mufe } to her direct thy lays, 
Be dull, be noify, and expect the bays. 


* _- Jove maguificently mild 
Crack’d his blythe jefts, at which een Juno fmii’d. 
tudgment of Apollo, one of the prize poems on Mofic,” 
. Foems on the fubjed of Dreams. 
No 
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No more fhall Merit firive that prize to wia, 
* She was a ftranger, and was taken in.” * 
Go—with M’Pher{on in Teutonic foar, 
With Mallet whine, with bluft’ring Kenritk roar, 
Retail like Cumberland the holy writ, 
And bid the ten commandments pafs for wit. 
Should all Parnaflus ’gainft thy efforts join, 
Vain were the force of Phoebus and the Nine 3 
E’en Sappho’s felf before thy power fhall bend, ; 
And crown t'y nonfenfe-—tho’ tlie can't. commend. 


ANCIENT AND MODERN MUSIC, 
BY THE SAME, 


Wuen father Orpheus wanted fport, he, 
By touching his piano forte, 
Drew out his beafts by millions : 
Hinds with bigh heads each other butted, 
Pigs “* en pas.gravg” ike *****% ftrutted, 
: Cows caper’d in cotillons, 


Amphion too (though by the bye 
This founds extremely like a lye) 
Could animate earth, air, andwater, 
Melt the hard hearts of brick and mortar, 


* Lord Abe——n having prefumed (at the defire of the 
company) to recommend a copy of verfes to Mrs, M——e—r’s 
protedtion, the very kindly excufed fo unconftitutional a ftep, by 
Saying, that his Lordihip was a ftranger, and had been takén in, 

Make 
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Make ftocks and ftones fo very fupple, 
They’d lead up ten or twenty couple ; 
And grow, directed by their ears, 

An houfe for pigs, or houfe for peers. 


From hence, the lovers of antiquity 

Do moft malicioufly affert 
“That miufic, like-a child that’s rickety, 

Is now degraded to the dirt, 

And having loft the power to foar, 

Is force’d to creep upon all four: 

Since not Giardini’s felf is able 

‘To animate a chair or table ; 

Nor give it the moft diftant notion 

Of plain and fimpl¢ locomotion. 


But now the ancients have been heard, 
‘We moderns fure may {peak a word. 
That the old mufic and the new 
Are very different—is true: 
Nay, they fo widely difagree, 
You might as properly compire 
The war-hoop of a Cherokee 
To fuch a hoop as ladies wear, 
But firft. It feems extremely clear, . 
That harmony, which flones could hear, i 
Was fuch as only ftones could bear. 
That David, with his boafted mufic, 
Wonld now make any but a Jew fick; 
= Fo? 
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For fire twould make a ftrange confafion 
Still to begin with the conclufion : * 
E’en Aguiari’s felf would fail, 
Spite of her boaftcd filver tail, 
Should fhe, in pity to the Jew, 
Attempt to warble backwards too, 
Your Meffrs. Orpheus and Amphion, 
With their confounded breaktooth word. 
Might try their fkill on beats and birds, . 
‘Without a Single bed.to lie:on, 
For what might pleafe the Greeks and Latins, 
To our politer ears would found 
Jui like an Abigail in pattens, 
Parading o’er a ftony ground, 
Then for their inftruments—you'll own, 
They’re far inferior to our own: 
Unlefs they only chofe to leave wa: 
Thofe meaneft inftrutnents of chiming, 
Tongs, pokers, matrow-bones, and cleavers, 
And other followers of Hymen, 
Bafely condemning to the fire, 
The noble pipe, and nobler lyre. 


Thus pedants, when we come to college, 
With care fupprefs all ufeful knowledge ; 
Whip us, whenever we prefume 
‘To think what ne’er was thought at Rome, 
© The Jews write’from right to left, and, confequently,, ap: 
pearto read backwards, a 
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And punifh with the fame feverity’ 
Both our pofteriors and pofterity. 


But to conclude—Where’er you range 
Or to St. James’s or the Change, 
To Portman-{quare or Leadenhall, 
We're Dilettanties one and all. 
By niufic’s charms, like thofe of vaso 
You'll fee all moving vice verfa. 
All, from the porter to the peer, 
Or have, or think they have, an ear. 
Cits grow refin’d and {pend their money, 
And ftarve on foups and macaroni. 
The roughef, rudeft country {quire 
Deferts his pipe and parlour fire ; 
His tenants want the favoir vivre, 
The parfon puts him in a fever; 
To harmony a convert grown, 
He fwears he only breathes in town. 
Now for new miracles prepare— 
Behold that punch-bow!l in the air! * 
That fhame to ancient Greece and Rome, 
”Cwas mufic rais’d the penfile dome. 
Twas fhe that form’d our proud cafinos, 
Our rooms for concerts and feftinos, 
Our villas in St. George’s-fields, 
White Conduit Houfe, and Bagnigge Wells. 


. * Dome of the Pantheon. ‘ 


Ag 
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As the direéts, the artifts rear 
The Crefcent, oblong, or the fquare, 
The Octagon with fides fo fmall, ~ 
And Circus with no fides at all ; 
With every angle charm our eyes 

That e’er the moft confummate fkill, 

Of great Vauban, or greater Gill, 
Has form’d for ramparts ur mine’d pies, 


So, ladies, who have heard our fuit, 


My hand is tir’d, my mufe is mute, . 
Pleafe to determine the difpute, i 


VERSES TO SIR WILLIAM DRAPER, 
WITH A PRESENT OP CHEESE. 


BY C. ANSTEY, 
AUTROR OF THE BATH GUIDT. 
Donarem Pateras, &e. Hor. Lib. IV, Cde 8 
FREELY I'd give ye cups of gold, 
Rich with the curious works of old; 
With coins and medals I’d prefent ye, 
And fend ye rings and feals in plenty ; 
Reward ye iike the valiant Greeks, 
Uf 1, like Deard, could make antiques. 
But gifts ike thefe, my generous friend, 
Nor you expedt, nor I can fend. 
Something 
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Something to eat, I’d have you know it, 
Is no fmall prefent from a poet ; 
And tho’ I’ve took fome little pains 
In weaving my pindaric ftrains, 
You're welcome, if my verfe difpleafes, 
To damn my book, and eat my cheefes 5 
Still will I venture to acquaint ye, 
Tho’ I, like Gaintborough, could paint ye 
Tho’ I, with Wilton’s art, could give 
The animated {tone to live ; 
Yet not the picture, or the bufto, 
Are things that heroes ought to truft to. 
Good generals and ftatefmen too, 
From verfe alone mutt claim their due ; 
And oft the friendly mafe fupplies 
What an ungrateful world denies + 
Nor the fivift flight of threat’ning Lally, 
Nor every bold fuccefsful fally, 
Under your banners from Madrafs, 
Tho’ to don marble, or on brafé = 
Not India’s diftant fpoils brought home, 
To grace our Henry’s * lofty’ dome 5 
Without the mufe’s juft regard, 
Can give the conqueror his reward 


% The flags taken at Manilla are placed in the chapel belong~ 
jng to King’s college, in Cambridge, where Sir William Draper 
was educated, 

=—~Spite 
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»-Spite of the law’s unjuft delay 
Your Guerdon till the mufe fhall pays 
With faithful fteps your fame attend, 


And {peed the withes of your friend. ak 


Trumpington, Dec. 24, 1767. 
WINTER’s AMUSEMENT, 
THE LATE BATH EASTON PRIZE ODEq 
BY THE SAME. , 


YE beauteous nymphs, and jovial fwains, 
Who, deck’d with youthful bloom, 

To gay aflemblage meet to grace 
Philander’s chearful dome : 


Mark how the wintry clouds hang o’er 
Yon frowning mountain’s brow ; 

Mark how the rude winds warp the ftream, 
And rock the leaflefs bough. 


The painted meads, and flow’ry lawns, 
Their wonted pride give o’er ; 

The feather’d flocks in filence mourn, 
Their notes are heard no more: 


Save where beneath the lonely fled, 
Or defolated thorn, 

The red breaft heaves his ruffled plumes, - 
And tunes his pipe forlorn, 


Yet 
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Yet fall the fun’s reviving ray 
Recall the genial fpring ; 
The painted meads refume their pride; - 

The feather’d flocks fhall fing, 


But not to you fhall e’er retura 
The pride of gaudy years ; 

When pining age, with icy hand, 
His hoary mantle rears. 


‘When once, alas ! his churlith blat 
Shall yon bright {pring fubdue, 

I know not what reviving fun 
Can e’er that fpring renew. 


Then feize the glorious golden days, 
That fill your cap with joy t 

Bid every gay and focial Scene 
Your blifsful hours employ. 


Oft where the crouded ftage invites, 
The laughing mufes join ; 

Or woo them while they finile around 
Eugenia’s laurel’d fhrines 


Oft feek the haunts where health and joy 
To {portive numbers move ; 
Or plaintive ftrains breathe foft defire, 
’ And wake the foul to love, 
Voit. F Yet 
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Yet ah ! where-c’er you bead your way, 
Let fair difcretion fteer : 

From folly’s vain delufive charms, 
And paffion’s wild career. 


So when the wintry hours fhall eome, 
‘When youth and pleafure fly, 

Safe fhall you ward th’ impending ftorm, 
And time’s rude blait defy. 


Perpetual charms, unfading fpring, 
In {weet reflection find ; 

While innocence and virtue bring 
A fanfhine to the mind! 


Lt N £E §& 


REPEATED BY THE AUTHOR, ON BEING. ASKED 
TO READ THE PRECEDING STANZAS A SECOND, 
TIMEs 


Must I read it again, Sir?—So—here I do ftand, 

Like a prieft that holds forth with a fkull in his hand= 
- Repeat fuch a dreadful memento as this is, : 

‘To fpleen the young fellows, and frighten the miffes ? 

‘When beauties affemble to laugh and be gay, 

Yow cruel to preach upon beauty’s decay ! 

How hard, that the faireft of all the creation 


Ghould fuffer one wrinkle by anticipation ! 
~ What 
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What delicate nymph but muf fhrink when the heirs 
Her charms will all fade in the winter of years? 
What languifhing widow would e’er with to know 
Her-charms were all faded a long while ago? 
Unlefs one could bring fome receipt to fupply 
Frefh Cupids to bafk'in the beams of her eye. 
Recal the loft rof, or the lily replace, 
That have fhed theirdead leaveso’er her evergreen facey 
And this (thank the gods) I can promife tu do, 
By a {wee. pretty noitrum, quite pleafant and new, 
Which learned hiftorians and doétors, I find, 
Have lately reveal’d for the good of mankind. « 
A noftrum like which, no elixir yet knuwn, 
E’er brac’d a lax fibre, and flrengthen’d its tone, 
Nore’er was fo grand a rettorative feen, 
For bringing back fixty—to lovely fixtcen ! 
To you then, ye fair, if old Time fhould appear, 
And whifper a few little hints in your ear, 
‘That Cupid his triumph begins*to refign, 
Your nerves are unftrung, and your fpirits decline, 
You have no other phyfical courfe to purfue, 
Than to take—a young hufband your fprings to 
renew ; 

You may take him—t think—at about twenty-two! 
For when both the fpirits and nerves are in fault, 
Platonic affection is not worth a groat, 
The conjugal bleffing alone is decreed 
The traeft {pecific for widows indeed ; 

Fa And 
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And I truft they will find it, as long as they live, 
The beft of amufements that winter can give ! 
December 3, 1778. 


VE R § E § 


ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE HONOURABLE MISS 
. ELIZABEFH SACKVILLE TO C. LONEL HERBERT. 


BY RICHARD CUMBERLAND, ESQ, - 


YE folema pedagogues who teach 
A language by eight parts of {peech, 
And with an arm of flefh drive down, 
By force of birch, your noun pronoun ; 
Can any of you all impart 
A rule to conjugate the heart ; 
To thew its prefent, perfe&, futare, 
Its ative, paffive, and its neuter? 
Grammarians, did you ever try 
To conftrue and expound the eye? 
And, from the fyntax of the face, 
Decline its gender and its cafe? 
What {aid the nuptist tear that fell 
From fair Eliza—can you tell? 
And yet it fpoke upon her cheek,- 
As eloquent as tear could fpeak 5 
Not audibly, by word of mouth, 
As Prifcian would, or Bithop Louth ; 

: Not 
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Not fyllable by Dyche e’er fpelt, 
Not language heard, but language felt : 


** Here, at God’s altar as I ftand, 
“© To plight my faith, and yield my hand, 
‘© With falt’ring tongue whilft I proclaim 
** The ceflion of my virgin name ; 
6“ Wwhilf in my ears is read at large 
** The rubric’s ftera unfoften’d charge, 
‘© Spare me,” the filent pleader cries, 
‘© O, fpare me, ye furrounding eyes ! 
&garvounded hy w blaze of light, 
“ “While here I pafs in folemn fight, 
“ Or, kneeling by a father’s fide, 
** Renounce the daughter for the bride,— 
* Ye filters, to my foul fo dear, 
* Say, can I check the rifing tear? 
“* When at this awful hour I cat 
‘* My mem’ry back on time that’s paft, 
Ungrateful were I to forbear 
«© This tribute to a father’s care; © 
** For all he fuffer’d, all he taught ? 
Is there not due fome tender thought ? 
And may not one fond prayer be given 
** To that dear faint who refts in heav’n ? * 
And yvu to whom [ now betroth, 
In fight of Heaven, my nuptial oath ; 
* Theamiable Lady George Germain, her mother, who died in 


1780. : 
F3 “ Whe: 
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*« Who to nobility of birth 
‘ True honour join, and native worth, 
* If my recording bofom draws 
© One figh, mifconftrue not the caufe g 
*¢ Truit me, tho’ weeping, I rejoice, 
* And, blushing, glory in my choice. 


ON GENERAL WOLFE, 


BY skR WILLIAM DRAPER, K. Be 


IMMORTAL Wolfe! Sculptor, thy laurel’d but 
Faintly attempts to grace his facred daft £ 
Such mighty aéts demand a nobler plan, 
Britannia feeks the hero, not the man: 
Quebec’s his monument. Add to thy theme 
‘Th’ indignant river’s {trong Oppofing ftream + 
On Abr’am’s lofty fummit place the bier 5 
Let condua, valour, difcipline be there, 

In conqueft view their darling fon expire 5 

So future time fhall hear it and admire. 
“Virtue.and fame fhall join this tomb to raife, 
“Norenvy’s felf be fitent in his praife. 


TO THE PRINTER« 


HAVING more regard for my old friend Doéto: 
_ C—mb—rl—d than, it feems, the Doétor has for 
his own literary reputation, I long finte gay 
hix 
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him my advice to throw his iak-ftandifh in the face 
of the mufes, as thofe- gipfies have, fome time 
patt, frowned upon his‘addreffes, But private ad- 
monition having hadno effect, Tam refolved to try 
what public rebuke willdo; and as the Doétor has 
not deigned to hearken to reafon, let-ug make the 
experiment whether he will liften to rhyme. 

Z. Z. Ze 


FRIENDLY ADVICE TO DR. C—MB—RL—D.* 


DEAR Dick, adbore to-your owatrade, + 
And let the Mufe alone ; 
Nature ne’er yet a lover made 
To charm with fkin and bone. 
F4 ‘Thalia, 


* As Mr. C-omb—=d (tate Secretary to the late Board of Trade) 
2 wifhes exceedingly to be thought a man of profound learning, it is 
fone what ftrange, that he fhoald rejest the title of Doétor, and file 
himfelf a fimple Squire. He-ought to-confider, that the appellation 
of Doktor is, guafi dior ; but, perhaps, he defpifes this degree, be» 
caufe it was conferred by an Irith univerfity, What then? Tc ia 
furely one ttep, at teaft, in the gradus ad Parnaffion 5 and, if he can 
prevail on beth our Univerfities to admit him ed ewndem, be will gow 
two fleps more ; and thus rife: (by degrees} to the top of the ladders 


4 Viz. thatof a taylor; which art he ftudied ander avery able 
amaficr, the Jate Jeremiah Dyfon ; and it is altowed by ail 
° se 
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Thalia, * {portive maid, difdaing 
A cold embrace like thine ; 
A tragic vixen fcorns thy pains, + 
And {fo do all the Nine, 
the trade, (even the puffing, Advertifing taylors) .that nobody 
dieffes up his figures wich more tafte, The drefs of Edgar Athel- 
ing, in par-icular, was fo much in the trae Macaroni cut, that it haS 
excited much jealoufy in the beaft of Signor Lupino, principay 
taylor to the Opera-houfe. . 


* Our author has long paid his’ addreffes to Mifs Thalia; and 
has frequently hinted to all his friends and acquaintance, that he 
was her. chief favourite; but, for fome time paft, there has cera 
tainly been a great drynefs between them. At laft, in a fit of 
jealoufy, (occafioned by her fmiling on a young Hibernian) he has 
forfWorn all conneion with her; “ vows he ny’er will laugh 
again,” but devote his future hours to‘ green and yellow melane 
holy?” 

t The Door makes no feeret of the extraordinary labour’ 
peins attending the birth of his Jaft dramatic bantling : other bards 
heve produced in lefs than nine months, whereas this ninth part of x 
bard has gone nine years. In the fulnefs of time, he went privately 
to a great hovfe in Covent Garden, big with the expeétation of get- 
ting happily rid of his precious borden; but as the cafe apjeared (on 
due infpettion) to be difficult and dangerous, he was advifed to aps 
ply toa celebrated accoucheur in Drury Lane, where he was, at lat, 
fately delivered ; but it is whifpered in the Green-room, not with- 
dut the afiftance of the knife: probably alluding to an operation 
called, the Cafarean feGiion; an indireét, partial way of proceeds 
ing, “and which, withou: a metaphor, has ferved to expofe the Doce 
wears weak fide, 





Phebus, 
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Phoebus, fivorn foe to Midas’ * ears, 
Will thine moft rudely pull, 

And when thy tragic ftrains he hears, 
Cry—‘* Thou’rt damnation dull.” 


Minerva'thinks ’tis her own ow), 
When thou attempt’it to foar ; 

That arch-wag, Hetifies, dns his foul, 
«© He ne’er faw fuch a bore.” 


Of plagiaries thou + art the chief, 
And ke of thieves the lord ; 
Dear Dick, take heed—each clumfy thief” 
‘6 Js deftin’d to the cord.” $ 


cs Squire Richard, fome years ago, produced fentimentaly 

fing-fong Farce, which he modeftly called a mufical Comedy ¥ 
and from his ftrange, ancouth airs, at that time, it was pretty 
evident to all who had either eyes or cans, that he inclined more to 
the fide of Pan than Apollo. 


4 Dick has long declaimed againft plagia-ifin, or fterary petty 
Tatceny ; and therefore fuppofes nobody will {ofc him of: # 
ractice whigy he fo loudly condemns : however, it unfortos 
nately happens, that the Jatt wo:k, which has come off his 
Board, is a piece of mere patch-work, a party-coloured, motley 
thing, like a Harlequin’s coat 5 and, in order tormake it up, he 
mutt have collegted as many remnants, shitds, and patches, at 
a maker of pincuthions. 


t Vide Gen. Gage’s proclamation when at Boftone 
Fs Sinte, 
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Since, fhen, defpis’d by all the gods, 
And eke by all the mien; | 
No longer, with the world at odds, 
Perfitt to wield the pen, 


Sit crofs.leg’d on thy Board of Trade, 
O’er fhreds and remnants pore; 

Drive tragic phrenzy from thy-head, 
And crib from France—like More.* 


THE BATH PICTURE; 
OR, 
A SLIGHT SKETCH OF ITS BRAUTIES 
IN ppt 


A BALLAD. 


Come exert yourfelf, Clio, I pray ; 
Such a theme fure was never before 5. 
But acquit yourfelf well of the lay,. 
And I never will pefter you more. 
‘Tho 


* Mifs Hannah More. 


$ This Produfion has litle to recommend it but its afe in 
explaining thofe parts of the fucceeding Satire which allude to'it- 
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‘Tho’ no verfe can with juftice defcribe 

The fweet beauties which Bath now may boat, 
Yet f withniutt I fpeak it afide— 

You'd defcant on each favourite toaft. 


Td not have you to beauty of face, 
To manners, or form, be confin’d ; 
But difplay ev’ry charm, ev’ry grace, 
And each excellence too of the mind. 


Tho’ the beauty that’s.miaiden, ’tis true, 
Stands-moft demmonly foremoft in fame ; 

Yet give that toeach wife which is due, 
—Wou’d the hufbands but pradtife the fame ! 


Now, my fair ones, you've nothing to fear, 
No ill-natur’d fatyrical ftyle 

When the Graces with beauty appear, 
Envy can’t but look pleafant the while. 


When the elegant Jennirigs appears, 

What a buz through the room do they raife ! 
Tho” her beauty’s the fubject fhe hears, 

Not one ferap of conceit the betrays. 


Whateyes! and what lips! and what hair! 
Such a mouth too—what pleafure to kifs! 
When I look, I can {carcely forbear 


Rulhing on to fuch heavenly blifs, 
F6 rd 


{ 14 J 
I'd pronounce him a fnarling poor wight, 
Void of tafte too in ev’ry degree, 
Who would dare, my fweet girl, for to write 
Or e’en {peak with detraétion of thee. 


Mark the graceful fine figure of Moore, 
Who with eafe and gentility moves; 

Her eyes are delightful, that’s fure— 
They muft rapture whomever the loves. 


When Calder too trips down the dance, 
Allcroud the fweet maid to obferve ; 
She’s diff guith’d by great complaifance, 

Good fente, and a prudent referve. 


For your life don’t the Seymours forget, 
Who fo rival each other all day, 

That you'd not decide, fhould you bet, 
The moft lively, good-humour'd, and gay. 


Remark too the dimpling fiveet fmile, 
Lady Marg’ret’s fair countenance wears $ 
And Lady Ann, whem fo beauteous we ftile, 
As quite free of affected fine airs. 


Gentle Nappier deferves to be nam’d ; 
She’s cautious—yet pleafing withal ; 
And Drax too mutt ever be fam’d— 


As a wife he’s a pattern to all. 
Pret 
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Pretty Chefhire you muft not pafs o’er, 
Who’s fo joyous and arck in her look ¢ 

You might mention at leatt fifty more ; 
But your ballad would {well to a book. 


How my Clio you now will rejoice ! 
For I’m come to your favourite name ; 
And our Waller’s as {weet in her voice, 
As your bard of poetical fame. 


. We can boaft of one other befide, 
Who’s a miftrefs of harmony too ; 
» She’s well-temper’d, and void of all pritte ; 
The whole family’s equally fo. 


?Twou'd be wrong, and one could not excufe, 
If your fong was not happily grac’d 

With Matthews’s name; whom, my mufe, 
Deferves with the firft to be plac’d: 


~ ‘ 
She’s agreeable, courteous, and kind ; 7 
Loves good-humour I’m fure to her heart 5 
And fo bleft with an amiable mind, 
She can’t fail every blifs to impart. 


Both the fitters for fenfe too we prize; 
With the Sharps, their converfable friends ; 
Milly, faith, has moft excellent eyes, 
Which fpeak more than, perhaps, fhe intends. 
‘ Give 
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Give fmart-looking fair Hankle a verfe ; 
She’s always neat drefs’d, and well bred < 

And remember foft-fpeaking Mifs N—rfe,- 
Who mufi look quite delicious in bed. 


The Jaft I fall name to you now, 

Is a beauty that all mut admire ; 
She’s juft to a tittle, I vow, 

The thing one would'wifh and defire, 


Her comedy-looking {weet face 

Spreads a joy round wherever fhe goes ; 
And vivacity-chofe it her place 

For to dwell with good-natur’d repofe 


Affability marks her addrefs, 
She with chearfulnefs ever appears ; 
And Pauncefort—we all muft confefs, ; 
Wou'd roufe paffion, the” bury’d in- yearn, 


CLIO’ 


tu) 


CLIO’s PROTEST: 
OR, THE 


PICTURE VARNISHED, 


ADDRESSED TO THE HONOURABLE 
LADY M-RG-R-T F-xD-CE. 





© Pictoribus atque Poetis, 
 Quidlibct andendi. i feraper. fait aqua Poreftas: 

© Scimap—inine 

“6 Sed non at placidis coeant immitia, non ut 

“6 Pordicice Draxis geminentur, Scmore Maura.” 

Hor. Erist. ap Pas, 


WHEREAS a certain Poetaiter, 
Pretending Phoebus was his matter, 
Has modeftly made up the trio, 
By lugging in the name of Clio, 
To grace a fine defcriptive fridture, 
Which he is pleas’d to call the Pidturomm 
I, in behalf of mufe aforefaid, 
(By Phoebus, fecund. leg. indorfed) 
Prefent to all who chufe to have it, 
Enclos’d, the mufe’s affidavit ; 
By which it plainly will appear, 
{As {worn "fore juftice Jupiter) 

That 
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‘That Clio neter did afit 

That daubing panegyrift’s fitt ; 

Who lays his praife fo thickly on, 

That ev’ry goofe with him’s a fwan : 
Nor did fhe ever fee the piece 

Which fo be-fwans thefe motley geefe. 
And I too, for the mufe’s fake 

Though uninfpir’d, will undertake 

To prove that, *ftead of aid divine, 
True Dullnefs breathes in ev’ry line. -* 


Firft then—(your ancients will aver it) 
This Clio was a girl of fpirit ; 
Coutd point her periods to a tittle, 
And was allow’d to fpell a little : 
Then being fitter to Apollo, 
I think it probably will follow, 
That the could rhyme at leaft at pleafure ; 
And had fome little {kill in meafure. 
But our great bard, whofe genius tow’rs 
Abaxe fuch low mechanic powers ; 
Whofe Pegafus as bold as thunder, 
All bonds of metre breaks afiunder ; 
Kick fimple adverbs into fractions, 
Snorting out furious ixterjecFious J 
On concords and agreements trample — 


{Vide each flanza for examples) 
. This | 
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This bard forfooth ’twas Clio fir’d ! 
O wonderful ! how he’s infpir’d !— 
But as I would not feem to write 
From idle prejudice or fpight, S 
If there be faults, ’tis fit 1 thew “em, 
So let us juft review the poem. 


He firtt begins, as poets ufe, 

To pay his devoirs to the mufe; 
Then vows, if now the’ll mend his pen, 
He'll never petter her-aggin. 
(And ne-bad argamest it was 
To bribe her to befriend his caufe.) 
Ladies, it feems you've nought to fear 
The poet will not be fevere: 
Alas! poor bard, you little knew 
The fear was—being prais’d by yous 
If e’er by wine or fancy fir’d, 

- A witling thinks that he’s infpir’d 5 
Miftaking, fora poet’s vein, 
The itching of a rhyme-fed brain, 
His pen he grafps, his fubjeé chufes, 
‘Then whips me down a brace of mufes ; 
Scales all Parnaffus with his rhymes, 
And wonders with what eafe he climbs ! 
—But O! defend me from the praife 
Of fuch | and les them wear the bays ; 


Their 
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Their coarfe good-will proves right ill-nature : 
For ill-judg’d praife is worfe than fatire. 


But tell me, Jofty bard, I pray, 
What's this acquitting of a lay? 
Or who, I beg, from prince to peafant, 
E’er heard of Envy looking pleafant ? 


But panegyrics now the plan— 
So enter J-nuu-gs in the van: 
Behold the comes in beauty’s ftate ; 
(The hobbling verfe proclaims ber gait) 
Hark, what a general duz is {pread ! 
(Tho? only with a fingle z) 
The nymph, unconfcious that we raife 
This Juzming buzz to buze her praife ; 
(Or, fkill’d that concioufnefs to hide, 
Ne’er thews the fmalleft ferap of prides 
But we ftill dvzz her noble fize, 
Her pretty hair, and pretty eyes, 
And preity brows thofe eyes to fuit, 
And pretty—God knows what to boot ; 
°Till echo, charm’d at beauty’s reign, 
With double duzz repeats the ftrain. 
-—But here, to drop all quaint allufion, 
How grand and new is the conclufion { 
When all her other charms are paft, 
The Poet’s donne bouche comes at lat: — , 
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This literatem, would be truth :— 
What think ye of her kiffing mouth ? 
Nor does he here with flatt’ry treat her: 
(1 only with it had been metre.) 
Well, next in rank, you may be fure 
Comes in fo pat the name of M—se 5 
Or had the furname been Morefco, 
’Tis ten to one he’d luge’d in frefco 
For when a proper name will. chime,, 
Tt has a fine effect in chyme. 
Here now, to judge by vulgar law, 
A fcruptions drudge might find a flaw 
‘Might doubt if ’twere a lawful capture, 
Boldly to make a verb of rapture.— 
But fhall the ftanza-teeming mind, 
By paltry fyntax be confin’d ? 
Shall infpiration, wild and free, 
Be cramp’d by laws of profody ? 
Shall He, whofe foul perfpires with feeling, 
Be interrupted by the fpelling ? 
Or when enraptur’d, flop to hammer 
Thofe raptures into dirty grammar? 
Never !--Let others dully beat 
‘The common track with thackled feet, 
Our Pindar ftill difdains the road 
By prejudice ignobly trod : 
There’s not a hackney fcribbling fot, 
But coins you beauties where they’re not 3 
But 
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— But our great bard extends his reach, 
And nobly coins us parts of fpeech ! 


But foft—britk C-ld-r’s next in ftation, 
Jigging it down to admiration ; 
But jigging how—perhaps you'll fay—~ 
O fear not, in the common way! 
No-— he’s dittinguifh’d in the dance, 
By her prodigious complaifance ! 
Referv’d and prudent as the.goct’s 
With good fenfe waiting on her toes. 
—A pretty mode of dancing this ! 
And yet for my part, gentle mifs, 
T hope thy real feet are fleeter 
Than thofe you halt upon in metre 
And pay too more regard to time 
Than he, who made you dance in rhyme. 


The Rival-fifters next appear !— 
(At leaft we find them rivals here) 

‘But wherefore >—Didi& thou never fee 
Beauty’s twin-fifters yet agree ? 

- Paufe here then, Trifler, and you’l-find 
Lefs parity of charms than mind: : 
For when true fenfe md mild good nature, 
Scarce afk the aid of youth and feature ; 
When the fair mind, and inborn grace, 


Are but denoted by the face ; : 
Wha 
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What need great nature’s band to move 
The twin poffeffors hearts to love ? 
—Hgrm’d in the felf-fame mould of heav’n, 
To each the fame attraétions given ; 
Like polifh’d mirrors they unite, 
And lend each other mutual light.— 
What nature’s tye can farther do. 
Sweet S---m-rs, we behold in you, 


But hark—did not our bard repeat 
The love-born name of M-rg-r-t ? 
Attention feizes ev'ry ear + 
‘We pant for the defcription here :— 

4 If ever dullnefs left thy brow, 

** Pindar, we fay, ’twill leave thee now.” 
But O! old Dullnefs’ fon anointed 

His mother never difappointed !— 

And here we all were left to feek 

A dimple in F-rd-ce’s cheek ! 


And could yow really difcover, 

In gazing thofe fweet beauties over, 

No other charm, no winning grace, 

Adorning either mind or face, 
~ But one poor dimple, to exprefs 

The quinteffence of lovelineis ? 

—Mark’d you her cheek of rofy hue? 

Mark’d you her eye of {parkling blue? 

That 
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That eye, in liquid circles moving ; 
That cheek, abafli'd at man’s approving; 
‘The one—love’s arrows darting round ; 
The other—blushing for the wound : 
Did the not fpeak—did the not move 
Now Pallas—now the queen of love ! 


O that the mufe—I mean,, that you, 
With fuch a model in your view, 
Should prove fo weak, fo very-fimple, 
“To mock us with an idle dimple! 

Nor ought you, Pindar, to accufe 
The abfence of your favourite mufe ; 
Her flight is here no palliation : 

The theme itfelf was infpiration. 


But furely here I ought to name 
‘The fifter of this heav’nly dame— 
Thee, gentle A-ne, I’ll not pafs o’er, 
Tho’ Pindar’s praife has gone before: 
Pil paint—yet wherefore fhould I dwell 
On what all feel and know too well ?— 
Come forth, ye beauteous idols then, 
Who love the panegyrift’s pen ; 

Her confcious heart, to whom I'd raile, 
My notes, difdaing the pomp of praife.’ 
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But now, my trufy pen and paper ! 
(For I’ve no mufe to thew her fhape here) 
Rayo we to our humble ftrain, 

And touch this Picture once again ; 

Or yawning wits will {wear ’tis time 

To let them fleep, and clofe our rhyme, 
‘For modern beaux, who fearcely fpare 
More time to reading than to pray’r, 

If chance, when under hands of frizeur, 
“On fome quaint piece they make a feizure, 
Or fwoll from Leake’s.with verfes homewards, 
(Allowing time.for SpeRing torte. words) | 
#F minutes ten don’t get them through it, 
They tear the theet, and d—n the poete 


But me fuch drones fhall never hinder-— 
Have at you then, my noble Pindar. 


Well now—(I hope he fits the cap. here) 
“Re introduces gentle N-p—r. 
And here ¥ mark Minerva’s frown, 
To mifs her fav’site O-gl—-t-n. 


Anon facetioufly he crackg 
His jokes upon good Mrs. D—x: 
: For where’s the dame of common fpirit, 
‘Will hear of matrimonial merit ? 
Or thank a poet who fhall make her ~ 
A poor domestic Bible-raker ? 
It 
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It brings fuch notions in o ’« hea_” 
Of fturdy females country- 
—We fee the dame in ruftic pride, 
A bunch of keys to grace her fide, 

’ Stalking acrofs the well-fwept- entry, 
To hold her council in the pantry 
Or, with prophetic foul, foretelling 
The peas will boil well by the thelling ; 
Or buitling in her private clofet, 
Prepare her lord his morning pofiet 5. 
And while the hallow’d mixture thickens, 
Signing death-warrants for the chickens ; 
Elfe, greatly penfive poring o’er 
Accounts her cook had thumb’d before ; 
One eve caft up upon that great book, 
Yclep’d the Family Receipt Book : 
By which fhe’s rul’d in all her courfes, 
From ftewing figs, to drenching horfes. 
Then pans and pickling fkillets rife 
In dreadful luftre to our eyes, 
With flore of {weetmeats rang’d in order, 
And potted nothings on the border 5 
While falves and caudlesjups between, 
With {qualling children, clofe the fcene. 


Here fure you fairly had a title, 
My Pindar, to digrefs a little : 
Ne 
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Nor would the Pow! i ftain, 

“Gweet bard, th mee iScriptive vein. 
‘When next then you would thew a pattern 
To each untidy married flattern, 

Be fure you make a country life 

The fcene of aétion for your wife ;— 
Chufe out a fine old mould’ring hall, 
With moral tap’ilry on the wall ; 

A farm-houfe—b. fure you thatch it ; 
With barns on t’other fide to match it: 

A pig-ftye, and q, poultry yard ; 

And Shock, you know, the faithful guard; 
‘Defcribe the nurfes, girls and bays, 
With all § the dear domettic joys ;’ 

And then, with hog:, babes, chicks, and all, 
Bring Goody D--x to grace the ball. 


But now behold, in ftately march, 
Mifs Ch-fh-re, with her looks fo arch! 
—{Tho” that is-better, by the bye, 
Than if he’d faid her tooks fo flyy— 
But why not introduce her fifter, 

[fee no reafon why you've mifs’d her ? 
For fure, my dear poetic brother, 
The one looks full as arch as t’other. 


Sudden . dard begins to vapour, 
And calls on Clio for a caper ; : 
Voudls G And 
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And fhe, poor girl! mutt now turn {qualler, 
‘To join in concert with his W-Il-r! 
There’s mufic in the name ’tis true g 

But when that name is fung by you, 

"The verfe and theme fo difagree, 

I cannot think of harmony. 

O! fhould your genius ever rife, 

And make you laureate in the tkies, 

Vd hold my life, in twenty years, 

You'd fpoil the mufic of the fpheres. 
—Nay, fhould the rapture-breathing nine, 
In one eeleftial concert join, 

Their fov’reign’s power to rehearfe, 
Werte thou to furnith them with verfe, 
By. Jove, J’d fly the heay’nly throng, 

‘Tho’ Phaxbus play’d, and Linley fung! 


W-—ll—r, could I fay more of thee— 
But foft—here’s all your family.— 
A compliment—that none may grumble; 
They’re ail, it feems, extremely humble. 


Here M—th—s comes too, and a few more 
Rema kible for their good-humour. . 
Pindar, ‘tis thought (though not by me) 
"Phat here you aim’d at irony; 
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For my part, I could with you had ; 
For though th’ attempt were wretched bad, 
et one, whofe merit mocks thy lays, 
Might boaft the had efcap’d your praife. . 


—Converfable !—can this be true? 
And Pindar, can this come from you? 
What! fhali the Sh—ps, for learning fam'd, 
As mere chitchatterers be nam’d ? 
Shall they, who’ve roam’d thro’ Rome and Greece} 
Sleep in-a conveffation piece ? 
Shall they—yet hold, they muft defpife you, 
Efe, know, they could themfelves chaftife you. 
Ah ! fure here was fubject fic, 
For fancy to difplay its wit ! 
What fifters three, with fuch fweet faces, 
And no allufion to the Graces ! 
Or Goddeffes on lofty Ide ; 
And you the Trojan by their fide! 
-—There’s A—ne, whofe wit and lively fallies 
Would make a very decent Pallas ; 
And F—n, tho’ fhort, as fcholar you know, 
Would be no bad so-orts Juno: 
And then, (hang empty face or mein) 
The third, of courfe, is beauty’s queen. 
—If any prude find fault with thefe 
My new created dieties, 


1 
Gi me 
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Out with the hag from Bath, and Tet her ~ 
At Hyde-park Corner look for better. 


Alas! unfortunate Mifs N—fe, 
‘That‘e’er your name fhould rhyme to verfe ! 
(Tho’ faith there’s few could do it worfe) 
Elfe, fure our bard, with fancy vicious, 
Had never told us how delicious, 
With powder’d night-cap on your head, 
‘Your beauties would appearin bed t - 


Here follow lines of good dimenfion ; 
But as they’re paft my comprehenfion, 
{ will not grope thro” the confufion 
In fearch of fenfe :—fo come conclufion, 


If in my ftriétures I’ve been free, © 
—You know the mufe’s liberty. 
Howe’er 11 make all matters. equal 
By wholefome council, in the fequel : 
And firft—leave panegyric, pray ; 
Your genius does not lead that way : 
You write with eafe, to thew your breeding ; 
But eafy writing’s vile hard reading. 
—Henceforward Satire guide your pen ; 
_ But fpare the women —lafh the men. 
Tho’ poffibly your mufe may flare, 

To find fuch little diffrence thete 5 


{ x31 J 
So oft her verfe woule. trike, in common, 
The flirting man and rakith woman. 


Would not mild Puffo grace thy fong, 
And Raucus, with his fluent tongue ? 
Sou rough, and yet fo glib a taol ; 
?Twould filence a whole boarding-ichool. 
With tkipping Wagtail, pretty puppet, 
(Inhuman aunt, fo fuon to drop it !) 
And Lizard, with his fypple bones, 
The lively prince ef sotillons ? 

Then grinning Witwould—tho’, no Teagieem 
‘Who more fuceefsful at intrigue ? 

So bold.and curling in his trade, he’s 
Like Wantley’s dragon to the ladies, 
Nor fpare the flirting caflock’d rogue, 
Nor ancient Cullin’s polith’d brogue ; 
Nor gay Lothario’s nobler name, 

That Nimrod to all female fame : 
“Wer fallen Philo’s tif grimace, 

Great /fall gathering in his face : 
And then, to fcare the jovial crew, 
Raife wretched Chillchit to their view ; 

With body meagre, wan, and thin, 
And heart as narrow as his chin. 


Tet me, my Pindar, be your tutor, 
Be fuch your fubjeéts for the future, : 
G3 Hence 
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Hence with your mufe, your Clio hence, 
And court inftead—Dame Common Senfe. ~ 


If any think that unprovok’d 
T here ‘have fatiriz’d and jok’d, 
T anfwer them whoe’er they be, 
Begin and deal the fame by me. 


We petty Sciolifts.in verfe, — & 

For ever make each other worfe; 

By turns this licence take and give, 
_— he mufes’ known prerogative. — 

This once allow’d—tween you and me, 
Great Pindar, there’s no enmity. 

Bat if my fatire feems uncouth, 

As back’d by that foul monfter, Truth, 
And you (true bard !) are thereforevex'd 3 
w=-Be quiet—and praife me in your next. “ 


ASMODEO, 


PIN- 
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PINDAR’s ANSWER 


> TO THE 
AUTHOR OF THE PICTURE VARNISHED. 
Curfl be the verfe, bow well foc'er it Sow, 
That tends to make one worthy mat my for, 
Giwe Virine foandal, troocence & fear, 
Or from the foft-ey’d Virgin fleal a tear £ : 
Porke 
WELL guide you the fatyric pen : 
The women fpare, but lafh the men! 
‘And tho? fome vot’ries of Apollo, 
\Preach doftrines which they feldam follow ; 
And Britifh bards, in days of yore, 
Their altars ftain’d with female gore ; 
| While virgins, in the vale of Lloyd,* 
Fell vidims to the barb’rous Druid ; 
(With fanguine hand, and rhyming tongue, 
The montter murder’d as he fung) 
Chatte, gentle bard ! all readers fee 
“Your maxims and your works agree: ~ 


For, (and the fage remark is common) 
A female rake is nota woman ; 
And howfve’er fond parents think, 
At Bath their daughters fight and drink 
Therefore, when you feverely thrafh them, 
On juftett principles you lafh them, 

® Pronounced Cluid, 
G4 - Ba 
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_ But, in this fyllogiftic plan, 
A flirting male is not a man; 
Jt therefore feems, in logic true, 
You ought to fpare the fribble crew, 
Nor thus moft cruelly diffe@ them’: 
Their fex fhould from your ire proteé&t them, 


But Pegafus, as bold as thunder, 
All links of logic breaks afunder; 
Kicks fimple decency to fraétions r 
(Oh! what a rhyme is interjeétions !) 
And on each moral maxim tramples ; 
Vide each ftanza for examples, 
No wonder then, when you beftride him, 
You fomctimes want the force to guide him,’ 


Methinks you frown—you fire lite tinder + 
Have at you, Druid !—I am Pindar, 


As when with fury, ftifling pity, 
Some hero ftorms a hoftile city, 
And, ent’ring o’er the proftrate wall, 
Bids one vait ruin cover all ; 
Nor innocence, nor fex, nor age, 
Secures them from unfeeling rage ; 
Save where with cheek of rofy hue, : 
And azure eye of fparkling blue, ' 
(Pity it is there were not two) 5 
Ta~ 
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In liquid circles, wet with tears, 

\Sure fymptom of alarming fears, 

yeah plates * of polifh’d glafs, 

(Well might thefe fear) young ladies pafs : 

Thofe favour’d few, perhaps, efcape 

The horrors of a general rape ; 

For fo may beauty’s power controul 

The tranfports of a brutal foul: 

Shudd’ring we read the favage ftory; 

Nor envy his inhuman glory. 

+—So, and more dreadful in your wrath, 

‘Great Bard! you enter poacefyf Bath + 

‘The child, by boding inftin& preft, 

Clings to the trembling mother’s breaft ; 

Such is an unfledg’d covey’s fright, 

Cow’ring beneathahe foaring kite ; 

And like that bird, in fight unclean, 

You fcatter wide your ink obfcene, 
“The priett in facred garb array d, 

In virgin-white the blufhing maid, 

The widow chafle, the faithfal-wife, 

Spotlefs alike in drefs and life, 

The hoary tribe, and youthful train, 

All dread the foul—polluting ftain ; 


* Like polih'd mirrors they unite, Pi@ure Varnifoed. The 
Authar, no doubt, took this bint from be Arabian Nights Eetaxe 
dainmints, vol, i, where a lady is iztroduced im a glafs-cafe. 
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Till fowfing down, you pounce them all— 
Age groans, youth fcreains, and infants fquall. 


Now our firft fimile refume, 
Stern hero, in poor Simpfon’s room ! 
In vain young frighted Wagtail fkips ; 
Your arrows pierce him through the bips 5 
And lively Lizard’s fupple heel 
Stops motionlefs, transfixt with fteel. 
On crutches propt, the palfy’d band 
Implove with fupplicating hand! 
But vainly fue-—with ghaftly wound, 
Pale Chilchit’s chin diftains the ground. 
But lo! amidét this horrid ftir, 
You fink an humble milliner ; 
‘And dext’rous, to that bufinefs bfed, 
Prepare a cap for Napier’s head: 
And let your cuftomers fhould fpoil 
Their laces, which pomatums feil, 
Diffuade fair Nourfe, with powder’d head, 
From ever vent’ring into bed. 


Now to complete the motley piece, 
‘Miftaking pretty girls for geefe, 
—Like Brentford-Myles you wear a knife, 
Mortal to many a harmiefs life ;— 


And 
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And all the while, with eager wan, 
(Wild madman! think yourfelf a fwane* 
Sut varying in your rage anon, 
Like frantic + Ajax—Telamon, 
Purfue the fnow-white placid race, 
And fee a foe in ev’ry face. 


Gloomy you ftand, with eye afkance, 
Marking your victims as they dance ! 
-—Blithe fportive lambs! you know no fear 5 
Nor think your fatal hour fo near: 

White to the minftrel’s note yu move, 
‘Fhro’ preffing crouds who gaze and loves 
Ah! little did your mothers’ care, 
Sprinkling with flowers thofe treffes fair, 
Sufpedt in youth and beauty’s bloom, 
They wove a garland for your tomb.— 


Firft Jennings, with majeftic mien 
Appears like royal Iphigene. 

But hark! here Pindar is well fitted 
For fpelling Jazz, one x omitted ; 
Z ten times told that g-fupplies, . 
"Lill buzzing buzzes clofe our eyes, f 
And lull like lulling luilabies.. 


* Poets are often compared to fwanse 
+ Ina fit of frenzy he flew flocks of theep, taking them for 


Trojans, 
Qh ORK as 
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The yawning wits alf fwear ’tis time 
'To let them fleep, and clofe your rhyme. 


As when the grape, or fragrant peach, 
Attracks the longing gazér’s reach, 
Where beautiful in many a row, 

Ripe autumn’s gifts with nectar glow; 
If one, in nature’s pride confeft, 
Blooms fairer, fweeter, than the reft 5 
‘The venom’d hornet prints his wound, 
And flies, dull droning, buzz around 5 
While the weak poifon' they difpenfe, 
Proves but fuperior excellence. 


So while you duzz fweet Jennings’ fize, 
Her pretty hair, and pretty eyes, 
And pretty brows thofe eyes to fuit 5 
You cannot ftain Hefperian fruit ; 
Bright blaze her charms in fpotlefs youth 5 
Altho’ her mouth ill rhymes to truth. 


Next comes in rank, we may be fure, 
As next in.beauty, lovely Moore ; 
—But tho’ more dangerous thy trade is 
‘Than curling Witwould’s to the ladies ; 
With all the mighty powers you brag on, 
Her father’s hand may tame the dragon.” 


Yet fay! why matrimonial merit 
Should kindle thy indignant fpifit ? 2 


: ~Dil 
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Did Drax, is-thrifty mood refufe, 
To feed with beef thy hungry mufe ? 
fAnd thought-a wight with beer befotted, 
Fall well regal’d with nothings potted ?—~ 
‘To mend the treat, fagacious bard, 
You feek her in a farmer's yard, 
s-In greedy hope your knife to ftick ia 
The porker fat, and gobble chicken — 
But, ah! the little children {pare ! 
Good cannibal !—tho’ plump and fair. 


If now, with wholfome food well pamper’d 
‘You won’d be wedded, but not hamper’d, 
To Hyde-Park Corner quick repair ! 

You foon will find a confort there ; 
Where fly machines and waggons trundle 
With all her fortune in one bundle, 
Herfelf a prize—fecurely take her, 

She’s, ten to one, no Bible-raker; 

And may fhe prove, to make thee happier, 
Quite the reverfe of Drax and Napier! 
—While you far other notes fhall hear 
Than pierce the humble hifband’s ear, 
~—When Clio, call’d to cut high capers, 
Seiz’d fuddenty, poor girl! with vapours, 
Inftead of dancing, turns a fqualler ; 
And joins in concert with his Waller. 
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But while thy foul tranfpires with-feeling, ~ 
Pray find a better rhyme than fpelling i 
Keep this to match your fair one’s yeliing, © 


So, gay Lothario fhall reward, 
And kindly crown his fav’rite bard ; 
Inthron’d amidft the great and free; 
Fit laureat for the coterie. 


THE RIDOTTO* OF BATH, 
* 
A PANEGYRIG;. 


BEING AN EPISTLE FROM TIMOTHY SCREW, UNDER@ 
SERVER TO MESSRS. KUHF AND FITZWATER,f 
TO HIS BROTHER HENRY, WAITER, AT AL~ 
MACK'S, 


AT many grand.routs in my time I have been, 
And many fine rooms to be fure I have feen; 


* Ridotto is the Italian name for an entertainment of mufic 
and dancing, where the company are regaled with alikinds of fweet- 
meats, macarons, choice wines, fruit, &c. The New Affembly 
Rooms at Bath were opened with a ricotto the joth of Hi Seateunbe 
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+ The confectioners employed to decorate the fideboards, and 
eondudt the entertaininent, : i 


Al 
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Al frefcos, rich gillas, ridottos, and balls, 
rom Carlifle’s fweet palace to black city halls ¢ 
Fyom Almack’s long room to the inn at Devizes, 
From birth-night eclat to the dance at affizes : 
All thefe have I ferv’d at thefe twelve years or more 
Yet faith I’ve feen here=-what I ne’er faw before, 


You'd like a defcription, I’m fure, my dear brother 
For fifty to one we may’n’t have fuch another. 


I told in my laft of the new alterations, 
Of all our confufion and grand preparations ; 
' ~P think too I mention’d a fecret affair 
How all had been nearly knock’d up by the may’r ¢ 
It feems tho’ that all their parading and bouncing 
‘Was caus’d by a little miftake in pronouncing ; 
‘The aldermen heard that ftrange whims we had got 
here, 
And meant to exhibit a flaming red otter; 
‘This well.they conceiv’d was a fhameful abufe,. 
And hinted their fears fhould it ever break loofe ; 
Or chain’d e’er fo faft, we had little to brag on, 
In building a palace to hold a great dragon : 
However, at laft they were eaa’d of their fright, 
And Monday was fix’d for the wonderful night. 


At feven we open’d, and not very long 
Before all the paffages fmoak’d with the throng ; 
All 


oy 
All drefe’d ia their beft--Hor preat:Marthal Wade, . 
For fear the coup doiel thould be darken’d by thadeg 
Had iffued his orders to dizen the back, 
With fingalar caution ’gaink wearing of black ;t 
Ja gauds all muft thine, he had given them warning, 
Tho’ the ghofts of their kindred fhould bellow for 
mourning ; ~e 
Nay more, this grand fettival night to denote, 
No creature muft come with a cape to his coats 
Full trimm’d they fhould be, tho’ a French frock 
would do, ~ 
But officers mutt be in livery and queiie : 
And yet for all this there were fome fo uncivil, 
They came in their dolefuls as black as the devil 5» 
Nay, cornets clapp’é bags to their foldiery locks, 
And many perform’d in common fly frocks, 
‘Two rooms were firft open’d—the long and the rouad 
one— 
(Thefe hog fyegon* names only ferve to confound one) 
Both fplendidly lit with the new chandeliers, 
With drops hanging down like the bobs at Peg’s cars: 


J The Matter of ihe Ceremon‘es publicly requefied the company 
to appear foll drefled, and not in movrning, Gentlemen falt-dreffed, 
erin French frocks. Officers in their uniforms, and their hairen 


guede, 


* The concert room, where the Sideboards were ferved, is an 


-oftagon. 
- While 
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While jewels of pafte refieted the rays, - | " 
asnd Brittol-ftone diamonds gave ftrength to the blaze‘; 
So that it was doubtful, to veiw the bright clufters, 
Which fent the mott light out, the ear-rings or luftres. 


But here I muft mention the beft thing of all, 
And.what I’m inform’d ever marks a Bath ball ; 
The Varig. ¥ ’tis which fo reign’d in the crew, : 
That turn where one would the clafles were new I 
For here no dull level of rank and degrees, 

No uniform mode, that thews all are at eafe ; 

But like a.chefs table, part black and part white, 

*Twas'a delicate checquer of low and polite ! 

The motley affemblage fo blended together, 

*Twas mob or ridotto—’twas both, or "twas neither. 

Here taylors, in bags, might contemplate at leifure 

Fine drefs coats, for which they’d laft week takea - 
meafure ; 

Or if'a ftitch broke in a geutleman’s pump, 

Some. Crifpin be fure had an awl at his rump! 

Or fhould lady’s cotef be derang’d in the fright, 

Three to one her next neighbour could fet it to right 

To blame fach a mixture were furely abufeful, 

When one out of three might be really ufeful.— 

Nor lefs among you was the medly, ye fair ! 

I believe there were fome befide quality there: 


Mis 
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Mifs Spiggot, Mifs Bruffels, Mifs Tape, and Mifs 
“ Socket, : 
Mifs Trinket, and aunt, with her Jeathern pocket ; 
‘With good Mrs. Soaker, who made her old chin go, 
For hours, hob-nobbing with Mrs. Syringo ; 
Had Tib ftaid at home, I belive none would have 
mifs’d her ; 
Or pretty Peg Runt, with her tight little fifter— 
But blame not not Pinkinny herfelf for adorning,— 
Her gown—was the gown which fhe made’in the 
morning ; ‘ 
MifsChain-ftitch had ruffles fhe tore without forrow, 
’Twas mending-lace day behind counter to-morrow. 
From Briftol too came many dames of high breeding 
Seven Shillings was money—but then there was 
feeding : 
Nay more-—there were fome this grand ball to adorn, 
Whofe hufbands were puffing above at the Horn: 
O, {pare not your corous ! fecure you may blow— 
Your fpoufes are planning you fresh ones below. 
But fure 1 was charm’d to behold little Rona 
Jig it down all in time to her hufband’s cremona ; 
While he, happy mortal ! at fight of his love, 
In fympathy beat the balcony above.— 


But—filence, ye hautboys! ye fiddles, ‘be dumb ! 
Ye dancers, ftop inflant— she hour is come 5 - 
: Th 
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The great—the' all-wortderful hour—of eae? , 
That hour,—for- which ye all know. you’ve been 
waiting. 

Well, the doors were unbolted, and in they all: ruth’d ; 

They crouded, they joftied, they jockey’d, and pufh’d 

"Thus at a Mayor’s feaft, a diforderly mob 

Breaks in after dinner to plunder and rob. 

J mean not by this to reflect on the gentry, 

I'd only illuftrate the mode of their entry ; 

For certain I am they meant*ne-fuck foul play, . 

But only:ware wiflsing to help us away: 

T believe too their hurry in clearing the platters 

‘Was all in compaffion to us the poor waiters ; 

In London, I’m fure, I’ve been kept many hours 

In dangling attendance with fweetmeats and flow’rs + 

Rut here, as if tudious to eafe us of trouble, 

Each gueft play’d his part, as if he’d paid double; 

In files they march’d up to the fideboards, while each 

‘La¥d hasids upsri all the good things-in his reach ; 

There ftuck to his part, ¢ramm’d while he was able, 

Aad then carried off all he could from the table ; 

Our outworks they storm’d with prowefs moftmanful, 

And jellies and cakes carried off by the handful ;" 

While fome our lines enter’d with courage undaunted, 

Nor quitted’ the trench ’till they’d got what they 
- wanted, 

There was Mrs. M’Ribband, and Mrs Vancatket, 


I believe*from my foul they went halves in a batket ; 
White 


; { 146 J 

“While lank Madam Crib’em fo work’d her old jaw, 
Tom Handleflak fwore the’d a pouch in her maw; 
But let not the {mirking Dame Patch be forgot here, 
Who ate like her lap-dog, and drank like an otter ; 
Nor pious Mifs Churchface, whatever twas brought 

her, : 

‘Uniefs to crib cakes for her landlady’s daughter ; 
However, the viands went off at fuch rate, 
A lady’s toupee often knock’d down a plate, 

And ‘many. confett’d a fat citizen’s belly 
A terrible:ftop, to:the. progrefs of jelly ; 

While falvers of bifcuits around their ears flew, 

» O’erturn’d by the whifk of an officer’s queiie ; 
And thus in ten minutes one half of the treat 
Made a pretty check carpet {quafh’d under their feet. 
O, ’twas pleating to fee a collection of beaux 
Parading with large macarons at their toes ; 
Or a delicate nymph give a languifhing reel 
On a marmalade kiffing her little French heel, 
So you fee, my dear Hal, they bore all things bes 

fore ’em, sf 

And trampled on fweemeats as well as decorum, 
Our good prudent lards had indeed given word, 
Not to truft any veflels away from the board ; 
For my part, I thought them fo much in‘the right, 
I fretted to fee but a fpoon out of fight; 
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Tho’ twere beft to have had ’em fure, had we been 
able, 

As tis at St. Giles’s, all chain’d to the table; 

I mutt, tho’ in juftice declare, that as yet 

J hear of nought miffing—but what could be cate 

T¢ difpatch isa virtue, I here mutt aver it, 

The whole congregation had infinite merit ; 

For fure, my dear Hal, you'll be charmed to hear, 

That within half aa hour all the tables were clear. 


The reft, Hal, you know is forever the fame, 
With chatt’ring, and dancing, and all the old game: 
Cotillons in one room, country-dance in another, 
Tn ev'ry toom—folly, confufion, and pother ; 

With unmeaning quettions, of ** which room’s the 
hotter 2” 

And, ‘* Madam, pray how dosyeu like the rudotter ? 

“ To fee Capt. Plume dance— ureifeme can diflike 
him— 

* Wade's pifure, * I think, is pyrdigion/ly like hima 

*© Do you dance, fir, toenight ?—*« No, Ma’am, J] 
do nor :” 

“© T don’t wonder at it, "tis feffoking hot.— 

But you, Hal, have heard our firtt quality praters, 
Who Englith ne’er talk—but when d-mn-ng the 

- Waiters ; 


* Inthe Q2agon Room is a portrait of Mr. Wade, painted by 
Mr. Gainfo:roug, 
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So I need only fay, that at one all withdrew, 
Which gives me the hint now to bid you adieu; 
So believe me fincerely, your’s, 


TIMOTHY SCREV 


TO MR. PARKER, PRINTER OF THE GENERAL A 
VERTISER, WHEN UNDER CONiINEMENT IN T: 
GOAL OF NEWGATE. 


ON THE DANGEROUS ILLNESS OF HIS WIFEs 


"TILL this dread hour thy fentence bore no fling 
Severe, as thofe domettic forrows bring 5 
Thy prifon wore no gloom ;—-thy honeft break 
Was only by thy country’s wrongs oppreft. 
The free-born foul no tyrant chains can bind, 
Or check the progrefs of the active mind: 
«« Patience in cowards is tame hopelefs fear, 
But in brave minds a {corn of what they bear,’ 
Affume the man, nor doube that guardian pow’r, 
Who form’d thee to faftain this trying hour: 
Thy faithful partner thall again revive, 
Thy cares to footh, and mutual aid receive ; 
See fair Hygeia from her orb defcend, 
With tender care her gentle charge actend : 
She comes prepar’d with ev'ry healing balm; 
Each nerve to brace, and ev'ry pang to calms 

a 
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The languid eye fhall fparkle with new fire, 
And pale difeafe beneath its rays expire ; 
The rofe again in native beauty’s glow, 
And ftrains of joy, from equal {pirits flow ; 
While con{cious guilt fhall haunt the tyrant breaft, 
Where more than favage feelings ftand confeft ; 
Traft then in heav’n to end each anxious care, 
And deign t’ accept the Sympathetic tear. 
That awful pow’r who rules beyond the grave, 
‘Will judge the tyrant, and the fufPrer fave. 
No more the mufe in plaintive ftrains thall flow, 
To wake thy feelings to excefs of woes 

~ Freedom hall reign, and thou her fav’rite care, 
Shall all her richeft, latett bleffings fhare. 


r SENSIBILITY, 
‘an, 18, 1780, 


VERSES 


FROM MR. H—-Y=-¥Y TO MISS W-—LL-—-MS, UPON 
HER WISHING TO SEE HIS HOUSE, 


Fair nymph, whofe verfes {weet and free, 
Exprefs a flatt’ring with to fee 
A rhyming hermit’s dwelling ; 
Hatte to his cell, with friendfhip’s pace, 
His arms are open to embrace 


eee ee gn Nt 
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WRITTEN BY GEORGE LORD LYTTELTON (FOR 
A MASK OF CHILDREN AT HAGLEY), TO BE 
SPOKEN BY A LITTLE GIRL IN THE CHARACTER 
OF QUEEN MAB, TO RICHARD EARL TEMPLE, 
BEING THE REAL ORIGINAL LINES WHICH HIS§ 


LORDSHIP WROTE. 


By magic wheels thro’ air convey’d, 

I come fram Kew’s myfterious fhade ; 
Where perch’d on Stuart’s, ample wig, 
With dark defigns, and councils big, 

Y’ve fent the Lord of Lutton-Hoo 

‘The man of Hayes again to woos 

For tho’ it be my firft delight 

To wing the lenten gloom of night ; 

Or, falling down th’ Arabian breeze, 
Drink fragrance from the fpicy trees 5 

Or where light’s fpangling infects glow, 
Pinch the love-dreaming maiden’s tee; 
Yet fometimes.led to nobler things, 

J {port with kingdoms and with kings. 
One fatal touch of this dread wand 
Breaks the white ftaff; or, from the hand 
of high ambition ftrikes the feals, { 

And o’er the nation terror deals. . 

Not all the eloquence of Pitt, : 

With all your Lordfhip’s nervous wit, . hy 
Can 
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Can quell the force of wily charms, 
‘Which wither’s power, and fear difarms. 
And now, great Lord ! you've felt my fway, 
Obferve, from this propitious day 
T’ve mark’d you mine ;. aad on your head 
Freth ftreams of glory will I thed. 
Renown -and pew’ paattend my voice ; 
For each has heard my boatted choice, 
And each approves ; then hatte, be great, 
Rule, and uphold our finking ftate. 


HONOURABLE CONSTANTINE jonN PHIPPS, ESQ. 
(Now LORD MULGRAVE), TO THE LATE THOMAS 
LORD LYTTELTON, IN HIS FATHER’S LIFE-TIME, 


SPRUNG, Lyttelton, from noble Britith blood, 

My friendthip’s honour, and life’s greateft good ! 

This courts the rabble with obfequious nod, 

Or, the mob’s idol, deems himfelf a god. 

‘That of th’ unruly courfer feeks a name, 

And ritks his ‘neck to gain a jockey’s fame. 

Another tills with joy his father’s Jand, 

Or prunes the curling vine with fkilful hand. 

Some love the tented field, the drum, the fife, 

The din of,arms, the battle’s bloody ftrife. 

‘Me, other cares, in other climes engage, 

To feek experience from the battle’s rage. 

Where fleets meet fleets ia deepeft confliés join’d, 

Whofe mimic thuaders mock th’ impelling wind : 
Vou. L so But, | 
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But, born in greater character to thine, 
And add new luftre to a-noble line, 
Be thine the greater part, in deep debate, 
With Steady councils to uphold the ftate. 
So thy great Sire, fkill’d in each noble art, 
By virtue rnles, by precept guides the heart, 
f his commands fubmiflive you receive, 
Immortal and unblam’d your name fhall live. 
©! may his labour gain an happy end, 
Make thee 4 patriot good, and conftant friend ! 
‘May heav'n thow’r down its choiceft bleffings ftill, 
ACato’s virtue, and a Tully’s skill! ; 
May’ft thou the firft of Britain’s fenate thine, 
And be thy father’s fame furpafs’d by thine ! 


SERIO-BURLESQUE CANTO 


ON ACERTAIN VISC—ss * AT BRIGHTHELMSTONEs 
WRITTEN JULY 18, 17716 
RY THE RIGHT HONCURABLE TEMPLE LUTTRELL. 


ARGUMENT. 


Tfabella at the approach of night defcends to the fear. 
fhore, and entering the waves, offers up a petition 
to Neptune that fhe may conceive and bear afon-— 
The god receives her courteoufly, pratfes her ¢x- 
treme beauty, and welcomes her to- his domain 5 


* Now a Countefs. ? : 
acquaint 
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acquainting her that he had feen her econfort, 
whofe flimfy nerves and feeble frame of body 
caufed him to divine, that unlefs the found fpzedy 
relief at the Coterie, fhe muft have recourfe to his 
faline immerfions: he rebukes her for not having 
fought him on the coaft of Ierne, whofe braway 
fons fupply an energy of back fo neceffary to infure 
the efficacy of his wateri—Then tenderly prefling 
the mount of love with each prong of his trident, 
there iffue forth fome balfamic drops; for the final 
power of which, he refers her to the approaching 
inftallation of King Edward’s knights in the caftle 
of Windfor, where fhe: is to perform a facrifice to 
St. George, 


“Color eserus corpus folidum, et fucci plenam!? Ter.Eu. 


CaM was the fea, and filent was the night, 
And Dian’s crefcent fhed a filver light, 
When Ifabella threw her fhift afide, 
And thew’d more charms than fifty hands could hide; 
One modeit palm the o’er her center held, 
While other the incroaching wave repell’d : 
Her hazel trefles from her fhoulder flew, 
. To reach thofe happier locks in fecret grew. 
Her {welling breafts, mov’d by an inward tide, 
The rudefttefforts of the furge defy’d. 
‘Thrice had the plung’d her head, and wrung her hair, 
When thus to Neptune the addrefs’d her pray’r :— 
Haz Hail, 
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#6 Hil, potent diety ! whofe brinyflood 
Has wrought fuch miracles on flefh and blood ! 
Who gave to Venus tliat creative feed 
¥rom which all animals have life, and breed ! 
So may its liquid joys refreth the w—b! 

Nor be our globe one univerfal tomb! 


«©! grant thy favours to a nobler race ! 
1 ak an offspring from my next embrace ; 
Nor (like the waggoner in /Efop’s tale) 
Invoke thy aid ’till human projects fail : 
For I have Wilmot * and Lucretius $ read ; 
Have con’d their leffons o’er at board and bed; 
Nay, all the poftures have I fet in view, arene 
That ever Aretin } or C—d drew: 
Have us’d the beft endeavours I was able } 





On floor—on carpet—fopha—chair—and table, 
Jn houf€in field—in hay-loft—and in flable. 


“Yes, both my lord and I have dealt.ia vain 
With half the faculty of Warwick-lane¢ |j 
"Have try*d empiric balfams—fov'reign props ; 
J—Gibfon’s cordial; atid he—Adden’s drops. 


* John Wilmot—Earl of Rochefter. ; 
+ Vide the 4th Book. k 
1 He wrote “ De #iris veneris Schematibus’’—with cuts 
Tre College of Phyficians, 
‘ - At 
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At length of ev'ry earthly hope bereft, 
From thy falubrious baths one chance is lefts 
Full well I know at what a gen’rous rate 
The fubjeéts of thy empire propagate ! 
Alas! I crave not their fpermatic pow’r, 
That fpawn by fhoals—impreguate ev’ry hours 
To breed like thell-fith would be quite a boar ; 
A. brat in annual courfe—I feek no more: 
But, firft an heir to fill my teeming b—y, . 
Juft fuch a chopping boy you gave to Sh—-ll—y.’” 


She fpoke—the ocean to its center thook, 
‘When Neptune cheer’d her with a gracious look ! 
‘The arch of Iris on the waters fhone, 

And girt around his loins a radiant zones 


ee Danghter, (he faid)—of beauty far above’ 
** Our Amphitrit’—or e’en the Queen of Love! 
* O, never have our temples held a fhrin 
“© So rich enchas’d!——of incenfe fweet as thine! 


** Late as our Nereids waded on the beach, 
Thy firtock-fac’d hufband came within their reach 
‘* Nor need a virgin from his paths efcape, 
‘ In front no better furnifh’d for are, 
‘© Than age thofe innocents—thofe puny ingps 
“* Who peddle in yon fhoals, and pick up fhrimps @ 
“ Hence had I augur’d you mutt vifit me, 


‘* Were you not enter’d of the Coteriee 
TI. * ata Sete: 
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s¢ Til have you done to chufe thefe fouthern banks, 
«© Where walks the fable prig on fpindle thanks, 
** Burlefquing manhood (like a very ape 
- «¢ Which grins to fhew its teeth,and wears the fhape;) 
** Nor fith nor fleth, a creature dull and droney, 
** OF doubtful fex, and call’d a Maccaroni, 
*¢ Where the fam’d Shannon pours his brazen urn, 
“ Ere morning's dawn we might have ferv’d your 
: turn, 
“¢t Mine is the vital heat, and humid Source, ; 
« The images are ftampt by fpinal force.” 


With that—her hand he from the altar rais’d, 
And, lo! its fmoking valves his trident graz’d 
True orient pearf, with lucid coral tipp’d, 

Andin the pureft flames of ether dipp'd ; 

Ne«tareous fpume kept oozing at the points, 

Shot throj-her veins, and thrill’din all her joints: - 

A gleam of extafy had reach’d her eyes, . 

And fparks, like chryftal, bubbl’d from her th—s. 

** There (cries the god) is warmth and inclination ¢ 
St. George will finith at the inftallation.¥ 


Fair Ifabelia from the fea arofe, 
And, {pringing to the cliff, put on her clogths. 


EPISTLE 


€ 357 § 
EPISTLE 
FROM LORD ** * #** 70-LADY ——mr 


BY THE SAME. 





Namque Caroline 
Qualis Idalium colens 
Penit ad phyrgium Venus 
Sudicem, bona cum bond 
Nubit alite Virgo. * 
Cartuxuus, Epithal. li 


THou know’ft, my Car—e, I fcorn a paffion, 
Which is not govern’d by the laws of fathion : 
Nor cou'd I tate thofe pleafures that await us, 
Were we to err jn points of apparatus; - 
What then were all the jewels in the. Tow’r, 
What all the fheepfkins that fecure your dow’r, = 
If we fhou’d wed for better or for worfe, 
- Ere I had charadter’d your charms in verfe ; 


* Catullus, in his ftanza tells us, that when Venus appeared 
tothe thepherd upon mount Ida, and claimed the golden prize 
fhe did not difcover charms fuperior to thefe which Lord-emse 
wiil mect weth in Carmes 


+ The reader will perceive, as well in the matter as in the 
fille of his Kordibip's epiftolary produétions, the fame happy, 
mixture of the fablime with the hudibraftic, that fo peculiarly 
charatterifes his conyerfation. 


Hy And 
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And fhall nine fifters of fuch Poor account 

As thofe low drabs on the ‘Patnaffian mount, 

Refufe with fuch a theme to firing the lyre, 

Nor grant to me one fingle {park of fire, } 

Tho’ fweeteftdamfels at my nod perfpire ? 

"ho? Hoth—m, Monc—n, and the flatelier HIlls, 

Tune their ten toes to cadence my quadrilles ; 

Genius, forbid !—true, that when erft a boy, 

Thefe jades, like others of the fex, were coy ; 

(Invok’d by * Forfter with a Lirchen fwitch, 

You'll fee the tokens furrow’d on my breech) 

"Twas then, if I the dowdy houfe-maid kifs’d, © 
“She thrice repaid my favour with her fitt, 

And “ wonder’d fuch a {niveling, ill-tanght om, 

‘* Shou’d dare to lay his beaftly paws on her ;” 

But truft me, Car—e, the change is great 

Since I attain’d a tide and eftate ; 

For you, my dear, are full as like a cow, 

As ‘then was like lord now, 

Don’t ewry mifs of high or low degree 

Simper, and fimirk, and fet her cap at me? 

At me—the hero of polite fcenes, 

Who thine at Almack’s, Goofe-tree’s, and De Guifne’s, 

Eclipfing, with a far fuperior blaze, : 

All other meteors of thefe modern days 

Don’t H—ae and Bo—y own themfelves outdone ? 

Loft, as two paltry glow-worms in the iim! 

* Mafier of Eton fchool, 
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£ 159 J, 

The lift of maids, where I’m to pick and chufa 
Might bore your ladgghip, and cramp our mufe: 
St. Urfula—eleven thoufand ftrong, 

‘Would make no thew fa fuch 4 num’rous throng; 
While thus exclaims an all-difcerning fage : 

** Bleft be the virtue of this ifon age ! 

* 2Lis pure philanthropy, fo fympathetic, 

** Gives to yon Lord this mighty pow’r ‘magnetic ¢ 
“ For neither in your hearts, nor at your zones, 
** Are you and he at unifon of tones.” 


Far as champagne furpaffes toaft and water, 
» Doft thou furpafs Eliza’s doughty daughter; 
Whofe face there’s. no more meaning nor delight ing 
Than in an unthell’d’ ‘oyfter, or a whiting; 
Her veins appear fo very chill and dead, 
Leven quettion if her blood be red ; 
Nor fhould [ grant her any warmth at all, 
, But that her juice boils o’er at ev’ry ball, 


Late as I fat reclin’d at the Pantheon, : 
Grave—like the monarch of Caftile and Leon yo 
Sci’d by the H—Ilbro’ girls, fo bigh in voguey, 

» As pattern prudes who never play the rogue 5- 
Says I (by way of compliment) to Charlotte, 
‘* Twith to God your La’yfhip were an harlot! 
“ But, finte ’owixt married-folk the man’s opinion, 
“ Or right or wrong, mutt ever hoid dominion; 
; Hs “ Mary 
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‘Mary and thou art fpoilt by fhrewd difegrning— 
““* Pray what cou’d I make of her claffic learning 2” 


As H—tf—d’s Countefs, with a keen lorgnette, 
‘Was peeping round to fee what fhe could get, 
She {pied me out—teaz’d me till I agreed 
‘To look at one of her coloffal breed: 
Thir’d a ladder, plac’d it to her thouldery 
Climb’d half way up, but ftaid not to dehold her ; 
Thofe features, made for a ftupendows height, 
Would never do at horizontal fight. 


Once, ’twixt the fair ones, at a cotillon, 
Contention fprang—myfe'f the high-priz‘d bone ; 
I ituck to C—Il,_——the I judg’d look’d beft, 

Yet ’rofe no perturbation in my breaft: 

Scarce.had I thot a glance, and fqueez’d her palm, 

A hurricane fucceeded to a calm ; 

From top to toe I felt myfelf in motion, 

Jutt like a cock-boat found’ring on the ocean : 

This quinteflence of beauty in a lump, 

With all the vatt rotundity of rump, 

Fat as an ortolan or beccafig, * : 

Tripp’d it more lightly than a frefh-caught grig. 
ot 


* A fmall bird, mach efleemed in the foothern sountries of 
Europe, which, feafting vpon figs when in their, ‘all maturity, 
falle from the tree through the exuberaice of it: own fat. 


Methinka 
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Méthink her port, her language, too majeftic 
To yield a gentle huféand peace domettic 5 
That aétive foot may break his neck down fairs, 
’ Leagu’d with a tongue that’s fet to fuch loofe airs. 
Befides, quoth1, ‘* when bel-y joins to bel-y ; 
“* “That mafs will liquify like harthhorn jel-y; 
“ And, midi the flames of our connubial ftrife, . 
‘© Melt quite away till I have loft my wife.’” 


When firft Ifaw Alm—a move in ftate,, 
T thought my adoration fix’d as fate ; 
Her b—bb—s, plump and firm, and wond’rous fair, 
Seem’d the two pillows of the bed of Ware: * 
But foon J: rated her an overmatch, 
Since I could never fuit her at difpatch ; 
She’ll always quit a Fabius for Metellus, 
So not without a caufe fhould I be jealous.» ” 
In faét, your nymphs thus languifhing and florid, 
Are held moft apt to antlerize the forehead : 
My face affixed to one cf fuch high bloom, - 
‘Would feem to’ve lain fome ages in the tombs 


* The bed of Ware is faid to have held feven couple withieafe, 


++ Coteniporary commandl in the Roman army; the one 
renowned for his prudence deliberation and fyftem of . defences 
the other forthe fpirit and impetuohty of his atchievements + 


the dettor Therefore called the fword, and the former. the 
beokler of thd rypubtic. ~ 
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Thy lips—thy pouting lips’ are moift and red, 

As any of the hairs in A—— r’s head ; 

Thy teeth are rang’d like pearls upona ftring 5 
Thy breafts the emb!ems of eternal {pring 3. 

For thee are never-fading lilies found, 

Midft which, two rofes blow the whole year round. 
Thy wit is like the gen’rous wit of L: 
‘Rather fupprefs’d, than utter’d to give pain ; 
Thy form as frequent appetite creates, 

As Polly H+nl—y’s, or her fitter K's 5 

Yes, thou hait all the fleth and blood of Mey—I, 
“Lhe throat of Villers, and the grace of Heinel ; 
Not Dodd’s effufions, no, nor Madan’s hymns, 
Have half the harmony that veils thy limbs, 

Say, is there not more paffion in thofe eyes, 
‘Than in a thoufand chefts of Spanith flies , 





“Love took poffeffion of my infant years, 
And foon he fouc’d me over head and ears’; 
Monopoliz’d my fenfes—bade defiance 
To ev’ry liberal art, and ev’ry fcience ; 

Nor groans to hear, nor indigence to fee, 
Could ever draw a tear, or boon from me; * 


A motion having been carried by a new club at the weft end 
ef the town to aifign premiums 





fe" encouraging the polite arts, 
and fabfcriptions alfo being opened for raifing a fem to alleviate 


the urgent diftre%is of the poor during the late prcre winter, it 


is faid this Lord thergupon withdrew his name - , from the lit of 
members. , 


To 


C 163 J 

To gratify. myfelf was all he taught me, 
F rom twelve yearg old,till your perfections caught me* 
Now, if their lie within. this clod of earth 
One innate principle of real worth, 
(And that there does, fome hopes may yet arife,. 
Since I have felt the lufire of thofe yes) 

¢ Oymay thy virtuous influence prevail,” 
When fatirifts and fchool-taught precepts fail! 
Draw furth, with foft’ring care, the latent feeds, ; 
‘Till they {priug ap and choak thele gracelefs weedst 

Doom’d by thy Halcyon {tars with me to fhare 

Tn ev’ry thing that’s coftly, fine, and rare ;. 

In all the bleffings of a princely rental, 
And live in luxury quite oriental, 
Inftead of water thou thall drink Tokly ; 
For nat’ral feafons let the vulgar ftay ! 
The northern pole, ifyou but ope your mouth, 
Shall yield the choiceft produce of the fouth : 
Woodcocks you'll have in June, ferv’d up in ice ; 
December, wheatears, bought at any price ; 
Garlic and onidng you'll in Autumn raife, 
And marigolds at Chriftmas for bouquats. 
To Kenfingt n you'll walk—nor leave that angle, 
Where leering belles both horfe and foot entangle 2 
Like Da s, on a palfrey white as fnow, 
Ride thro’ both parks—cover’d with duft—for thew, 
Thine be fix,courfers of the Arab mould, ‘ 
Ten lackies ine in liv’ries lac’d with gold ; 





Thine 


* yeachs 
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Thine be their hofe ting’d in the Tyrian loorm;-* 
Thine be their beavers with enfanguin’d plumes; 
And, as the gorgeous chariot rolis along, 
May no arch wag of the furrounding throng, 
Shew on each door, with aninvidious grin, 
(As types of the illuftrious pair within) 
That Buck, with horns of an enormous fize,. 
And Griffin, with her talons at his eyes ! 

With fplendor fhalt thou live in Grofv—r-fq—e, 
And K. Hall be fill’d like Smithfield fair. 
Speak thou, whofe prefence grac’dthofe envied nights. 
J gave'to bumper’d mirth, and fort delights, 
Did e’er barbaric joinc of full grown beaft 
Invert the attic fyftem of our feait ? 
Speak—could you mark one earnett téte-d-téte 
Where I omitted to puth in my plate? 

Away with Car-—~, Fe, (and fuch fly friends) 
Who make their hoft a pander to lewd ends ; 

Or, only eat his cuftards and his creams, 

To note his faults for their farcaftic themes. 
What! tho’ thy figure boaft-but flight attraétion, 
Nor tali—nor fuitable to grace or aétion ; 

Yet have thefe cheeks no ganymedith dimples ; 
Embofs’d with manly warts and oozing pimples ; 





+ * The crimfon fromthe manufa@ories of ancient Tyre hada 
warmth and loftre which we of thefe days have nft been able to 


Tve 
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T've two round eye-balls:that thal glare and gloat 
With Fal—h, Bif—e,.or the mountain goat. 


Hafte then, my dear, full foon a fecond care ; 
May claim thofe hours which you'll be loath to {pare + 
For know, at L——— this veryhand ‘ 

Tranicrib’d the wifes letter * e’er was plann’d ;, 

In which I fay, ‘I’m but an awkward child, 

‘* Giddy, and rather apt to be beguil’d ;” 

‘That, two years hence, when call’d to the eleétion, 

Vil deign to take them under my proteétion ; 

And for my fervices, like good Lord S——, 

Crave all the dutchy places in exchange, 

1 alfo promife to give up my Hoyle, 

And read one morning Newton, Locke, and Boyle ; 

To quote your Bracktons, Montefquieus, and Cokes, 

Inftead of Derrick’s tales, and Miller’s jokes: 

Til help to reinflate the S—Ik gang, 

For they, poor wretches! elfe mutt feal andhang. 

Should there be venal aminifters, VIL at °em 

With twice the eboquence of Burke or Chatham : 

Britons unborn fhall boaft of gallant ——, 

As did the Romans of their Marcus Manley, + 
Whos 


* Tothe gentlemen, clergy, and freeholders of the county= 
palatine of L ’ . 





»anne 1771, e 

+ The Gaals (antiently inhabitants of that part of the cone 
tinent ~ now calleg France) having affailed the capitol at mid. 
night, (a. u. ©. 463) were repulfed through the addrefs and 
$ intrepidity 
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Who, in conjunction with, his friends the geefe, 
‘Vanquith’d the French, and-gaye hie-country peacey 


Lo ! on the canvas of th’ imagination 
Ben now I fee our lufcious confummation ¢ 
‘And thou, O Hymen ! (in a faffron veit) 
Illume thy torch fo foo as we're undrefs’d f. 
Refulgent torch | which at fuch well-try’d game 
Is-wont to burn with Cupid’s brighteft flames 5 
But which too oft’ wanes with the honey moog, 
By Lr and Sh Z put out too foon t 
May it for years irradiate her ccftus, ~ 
Be that undamag’d like the true afbditos ! * 
While I remain a perfeét falamander, 
Out-wifhing Abelard, out- act + Leander! ¢ 
When fpent thro’ age, we hang by fkin and bone, 
Referve a flafh for Derby and for Joan! * 
And in each others arms when we expire, 
Find one poor {park to light our funeral fire : 
intrepidity of Marcus Mantivs, who being aleep upon his poft, 
was awakened by the cackling. of fome gecfe, and arrived op~ . 


portunely on the ramparts. 
* A fiexile m‘neral fub#ance not confumable by fie; it was 
heretofore mott ingenioufly manufactured into a fort of cloth by 





Signor Ciampi of Rome. 
+} His Lordjhip’s mollefty would not foffer him to make ufe 


of a more decifive term, 
} Leandér of Seftos, a fea port on the banks of the Hellefpont. 


Sec his prowefs in gallantry with a young lady f Abydus, Ovid's: 
Epiftless 
So 
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So in a {picy cloud our fouls thall blend, 


Affume the Phenix’ form, and heav’n’s high vault 
afcend. * 


TOA LADY, 


WHO DESIRED THE AUTHOR TO WRITE A FEW 
STANZAS ON THE BIRTH OF THE PRESENT 
LORD VISCOUNT MOLYNEUX, ELDEST SON ap 
THE EARL OF SEFTON, 


BY THE SAMEe 


I 
You urge me, Julia, not to lofe 
So fit a fubje& for my mufe, 

As Sefton’s accouchement ; 
When you command, fublimer fires 
Than thofe the loftieft mufe infpiresy 

Might raife the poet’s fung: 


Ik 


But who can look upon that face, 
Hear fo much fenfe, view fo much grace, 
Yet tune a diftant lay ! 


* The ancients fuppofed the incorruptible fpirit of their heroes. 
to take its flight from the fimmit of the funeral pile to the 
zegions above, in form of fome large bird, commonly held to be 
an eagle, His Fordthip here teftifies a fublime prefentiment of his 
apotheofis, 


' To 


6 sea F 


To chace thy imege from the thought, 
Is, of all leffons ’ve-been taught, 
The hardeft to obey ! 


: Ti. 
Prophetic muft I tell—‘* this boy 
*¢ Shall live to fame—fhail live to joy 
+*¢ The Pheenix of his days! 
* Tn courts, like former Stanhopes, fhine 5 
*¢ Voluptuous a3 the Grafton line, * 
© And in as various ways ? 


IV. 
se ‘Beyond his father as to head ; 
¢ But fill’d his arms, and fil’d his bed, 
«© ‘With the fame ftore of fweets ; 
* Not, like his grandfire, ftand in need 
© Of ambergreafe, or melon feed !” 
(Poor, artificial heats !) 
Vv. 
¢ With him eftrang’d from babling jades, 
« From canting wives, defponding maids, 


*¢ Who goflip far and near, 
“ And, when dull truth fupplies no more, 
«© With ven. in’d falfehoods (many a feore !} 
“© Be-mifchief all they hear 
® Lfabella, Count. fs of Sefton, third daughier of William, 


Ea-} of Harri.gton, by Caroline, daughter of ‘Charles, the late 
Duke of Grafton, 
VI. To 


t x9 J 
VI. 


To me this infant is unknown ; 

But, once a goddefs I was thewn, 
“The picture of this mother ; 

Her brat had o’er its eyea a band, 

Blue wings, and arrows in its hand, 
I ne’er faw fuch another ! 


VIL. 
He was, tho’ nurs’d in pleafure’s lap, 
Sole caufe ofall my worft mithap | 
. Amott bewitching elf ! 
“If this with him fhould correfpond, 
1” pity, ah! be e’er fo fond, 
Butkeep him to yourfelf! 


ON LADY T—— AT BATH, 
BY THE EARL OF BATH, 


PHysiIc each morn is T—~s care, 
Each night the plays a pool ; 

One helps her to an elbow chair, 
The other to a ftool. 


ODE 
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o D E§ 
FO LADY ISABELLA * STANHOPE, ON HER BIRTHS 
DAY, WRITTEN 'IN 1763, 


BY THE RIGHT HON, TEMPLE LUTTRELL. 
Cangia-cangia configho Pazzarella che fei. "Tas. AMIN. 


Se fapeffii una wolta 
Sual 2 gratia, eventura 
Lieffer amato il polledexe-cmmtede 
Un riamante-cores 
Sd ben’ io, che dircftis 
Do ce vita amorofa 
Perche si tardi nel mio cor venifti?” 
Guar, Pastor-Fipos 


iL 
WHILE fome vain mufe, deluded with the zeal, 
Which youthful batds infpir’d by beauty feel, 
Her feftive garland brings, 
Suffer, dear girl, one fober friend, 
His cyprefs with thofe flow’rs to blend ; 
Attentive as he fings! 
Come, let’s lament the jocund days are patt, 
Lament whole years have run their courte fo faft, 
And that thy peertefs charms have but few more to 
laft : 


© Third daughter of the Earl of Hardington. 
: Wheu 


tow) 
When this the language of the town, 
** Cay nothing but an Earl go- down? 
“ Ttremble leit her bloom fhould fade, 
** And, after all, fhe die a maid !” 


Ti. 
Sure, in fair Albion’s land, was never feen 
A fhatelier formneua more mayettic tein ; 
Limbs of fuch caft as thine ; 
Features thou haf of chattett mould, 
Lips that make Archer’s look too cold, 
In fpite of their carmine, 
Not Bunb’ry’s cheek boafts more becomin g hue; 
Complexion thou haft paragon’d by few; } 
A countenance as {weet as either Forbes *or Crewe? 
How evidently thro’ the cloaths 
That pulpy thigh its ripenefs thews ; 
Can pins reftrain thy wanton breaft ? 
It-heaves, and thou art half undrefs’d. 


HL 
Yet know-—-the full blown flow’r is fhortly clos’d s 
Fruits when mature, to the firtt guit expos’d, 
Fall taftelefs and decay; 
Soon fhall that bofom, fluth’d with pride, 
Abath’d—its little rofes hidem= 
Its lilies die away, 


* Fozbes, new Count:fs of Granard, 


‘aS See 
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See * Fitzroy-angel, once as thou art now ; 
Spoilt is her fhape, and rude enough her brow, i 
Tho’ none lefs ravap’d for her years we mutt allow : 
Nay, folks fill hold ’tis’ hard to tell 
If more inviting fhe or Bell ; 
Nor yields the mother to the daughter 
For eyes of muft voluptuous water. 
Iv. : 
What then thall Stanhope do ?—Nay, God forbid! 
As fenfelefs +-Dattwaod, or-at $@kisiey did, 
Chill veftals out of date; 
They, whofe ambition foar’d fo high, 
(Taught humbler maxims) by the bye, 
Repented—when too late. 
Tho’ Pembroke, Spencer, Leinfter, ftill be fair; 4, 
Tho’ Waldegrave is but little worfe for wear, i 
Poor Ha***on has neither teeth nor hair. 
Draw nearer home and let us fee, 
‘How fad a change in || Emily 5 
Who but lat Spring a fav’rite toaft, 
Is naw an ill-condition’d ghoft ! 
* Lady Caroline Fitzroy, Countefs of Harrington, was, at thi 
time of her marriage, a beauty of the firft luftres 
+ To this lady's inflesible paffion for grandcury we owe Mr 
Hammond's much-admised clegies. 
Lady Frances Shirley, danght »7 of Earl Ferrers. . 
W Second daughter of the East of Harrington, and wife to th 
Earl of Barrymore. ‘ 


V.* No: 


* 
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Vv. dai 
Nor triumph thou at an infidious age, 
Think when + Mackenzie left this mortal flage, 
Now mould’ring in the. tomb 7 
Suffolk—exulted in her prime, 
+ Norris—tho’ the had loft no time, 
Hop’d to, protra4. her ‘doam¢. 
While a whole nation weeps o’er || Ruffel’s bier, 
§ Lothario-York, ftopp’d in his gay career, : 
And thy own ** Howard’s thade, claim a benig- 
nant tear, 
. Could youth—could beauty—virtue fave, 
The Sutherlands +t had yet no grave ; 
Or could we gain from Heav’n above 
One model of connubial love, 


* The perfons mentioned in this ftanza all died within the courfe 
Of the preceding year, under thiity years of age. 


rag BldeR- daughter of the Earl 


ef Harrington, and married to 
Lord Vifcount Fortrofe, 


} The ceicbrated Kitty Fisher, 


Francis Rufel, Marquis of Taviftock. 


§ His Royal Highnefs frequently aéted the part of Lothario ta 
private audiences. 


** Profumptive heir of the Duke of 


Norfolk, and an admirer of 
Lady Bell Stanhope. 


tt Earl and Countefs of Sutherland, 
Pe VIL Say, 


as 
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VIL 
Say, as at Ranelagh you walk the round, 
Feel ev'ry step imprinting the fame ground, : 
_ Thefe, haplefs! trod before, 
At Court—at Almack’s—at Scho, , 
Each crowded circle where you go, 
_ Gink not the fpirits low’r ? 
Midtt the eclat of an enchanting {cene, 7 
Bent as thou arton mirth, I fhrewdly ween, } 
There rife fomeawful melancholy thoughtsbetween. 
While, be it own’d, in thee we find’ 5 
Symptoms of no confumptive kind ; 
Yet too high blood doth oft expofe 
To ritks, alas! which *T—th—d kndws, 


Vil. 
Nor deem it rafhly done, if we furmife, 
Judging by jefts, by vigour, and by fize, 
. As well as by the face ; 
You're rather of the + mother’s breed 
Than Harrington’s, for his, indeed, 
Should prove a puny race: 


* Honourable Mife T——th—med, daughter of Lord VM-our 
'Townfhend. She married a Lieutenant of Infantry. 
4+ © Er commifcende cim femen forté virile 
& Feomina commulsit fubita vi, corripatique 
#¢ Tum funiles matram materno femine fiunt.” 
. . « Lucret. Lib. 


San 
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Some {entre nous) prefumptuoutly may doubt, 
Weak as he feems, and harrafs'd by the gout, i 
If the had e’er lain-in, had never he lain out, 

Tho’ verily it matters not : 

By whom, or when, or where begot, 

Unquettion’d your Teputed fire, 

-Had he but foece a3 he has fire, 


VI. 
Here be our praife to that induftrious king, 
From whofe Prolific loins you doubtlefs Spring, 
For rare examples thewn ; 
Flow pleafantly we fpend our lives, 
Seducing virgins—and for wives, 
Sparing—none but ovr own, 
The royal lecher fketch’d out the defign, 
But to approve—to relifh—to refine, } 
This was a glorious tafk left for the Grafton line, 
Sweet. fcenes at Richmond, or the Toy, * 
at out of pleafure to enjoy, 
Which Charles's high-attemper'd vein 
Brought from the borders of the Seine, t 


Ix, 


This leffon vou have early learnt by heart, 
* True rapture only fuits the matron’s part,” 


* At ‘Hampton Court, 


F Alloding to his refidence at Paris wt. nin czile, 


Vout, I S¢ 
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So dull in days of yore! E 
SVhen hands at church no fooner join’d, 
“The bride was to her houfe confin’d, 
Could flirt—could rake no more: 
Wedlock was then efteem’d a fervile yokes 4 
Now ’tis improv'd to 4-conyenient cloak, ~ 
And allold fafhion’d yows as foon asmade are broke» + 
Worfe fteps than ever Hunter took, 
In P—cy, or in Bo——-ke, 
Are proofs of the politeft ton, 
Too fpirited for one alone. 
x. 
Men, in thefe days, too knowing to.be bit, 
More coyly to the nuptial bourn fubmit, 
Of beauty e’er fo fond ; 
_ Without rath fchemes, or hair-breadth fcapes, 
AVithout fham covenants, or rapes, 
Or plunging in a pond ; 
Thanks to the pions call of Price and Hayes, 
A Charlotte, Harriot, Sophy, quickly lays 
‘The headftrong paffions you, or young Almeria * 


raife. 
Patricians have the befl excufe 


Who paid, receive the marriage noofe, 





Barter atitle, or a flar, 
> For credit, eaft of Temple Bar. 


* Lady Almeria ‘Carpenter. 


XI.C 
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XL. 
Cait but your eyes on a long ftring of peers, 
‘They and their dames together by the ears, 
What an alarming fight! 
Prepar’d, perhaps, to cuff and feold 
Before the Halcyon fheet grew cold, 
E’en on the wedding night ! 
Others again; fail many-e luftre * flaid, 
Of churlith broils, or cuckoldom afraid, 
Then fagely took to wife—their miftrefs, or nerf 
maid, 

Such are approv’d of here and there, 
“In modern ftile—« a happy pair !? 
‘Keep (without turning out of doors) 

fhe her gallants, and he his whores, 


XII. 
Many count woman fearce a guinea’s worth, 
With Bouv’rie’s figure, with. Northumbria’s birth, 
With Warren’s grace and air; : 
Nay, you might add (if you thought fic) 
To Beaufort’s meeknefs, half Lane’s wits 
Full half fhe has to fp ire. 
Thofe few a calm, domettic life preferr’d, 
By others fame, or others fate ‘deterr’d, k 
Dar’d never afk at all ; nor, asking, would be heard- 


* The Rostins reckongd by their facrifices of lutration, held ia 
the city every fifth year, 


Ia For 
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For fay, excepting * Abingdon, 
And him we look upon as gone} 
If Berkeley from the lifts withdrew, 
Is there another Earl would do? 


XU 
Nor blufh at our repeating Berkeley’s name, 
Known is your choice, a choice which none can blame 
There fenfe and honour join + 
He gazes—fighs—adores each charm ; 
What thews his love hath done no harm ! 
Feafting, and enrbon-peint. 
Worfe come to worft, when you begin to break, 
A fure refource is left, you ttill may take 
Some rich, old nabob, or fome batter’d rakes - 
Rather another twelvemonth ftay ; 
God fend there be no ro. m to fay, 
As is the cafe of this our fong, 
* Better it had not been fo long!” 


WRITTEN ON ALOOKING GLAS 


IN me, falfe Thais, as you pafs 
Your likenefs may be feen, 

Without—ail tinéei, paint, and glafs, 
All mercury—within, 


® Earl of Abin,don, then ander an engagemtent of marriaj 
fo Mifs Warten, . . 
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EPISTLE 


FROM LORD LOVEL TO LORD CHESTERFIELD. 


RY MR. PULTENEY, AFTERWARDS EARL OF BaTH. 


O Holkham ! blef’d, belov’d abode t 
‘Productive of an-annwal ode, 
If Chesterfield fa¥pite : 
Clio and I will club for wit, 
Beneath the {preading oak we'll fit, 
And thrumb the lysic lyre, 


How. beauteous is this rural fcene ! 
With conftant verdure ever green, 
How healthy, gay, and pleafant 
A clean, tho’ an ungrateful foil, 
Rewarding well the {portfman’s toil, 
With partridges and pheafant. 


"To you, my Lord, I fend my lays, 

Fondly conceiv’d in Flavia’s praife, 
Flavia can make a Poet. 

Happy the man, of choiceft tafte, 

Who fees whate’er’s above the wait, 
Much happier, what’s below it. 


But hold; to love I bid adieu, - 
A greater theme is now in view, 
T fee! my country’s ruin: 
13 Next 
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Next Winter I'll refign my place, 
Nor longer thare the fad difgrace, 
And bluth for what is doing. 


The cries of an infulted land, 
Redrefs of injuries demand: 
Let’s out for England’s glory! 
I'm ready to take part with you, 
And am become a patriot too, 


But neither Whig:spr Dory. 


Let honeft men together join, 
‘And fince we have it, keep that line, 
Fix’d by.the Revolution ; 
Let us defend our Sov’reign’s caufe, 
ss Affert our rights, preferve our laws, 
And fave the conftitution, 


On me you have obtain’d your ends, 

I freely now give up my friends, 
As wretched politicians ; 

Never to bite, yet fhow their teeth, 

In fenfelefs camps at Hounflow Heath, 
And Spithead expeditions. 


“Millions to raife, then arm in vain, 
By fears inticing France and Spain, 
(Like him of Pope’s defcribing) ; 
Willi 
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Willing to hurt, afraid to ftrike, 
Juit hint, and hefitate diflike, 
While all our ikill is bribing. 


Of filth each houfe then let us glean, 

Keep thofe Augean ftables clean ; 

. And ftrike off every penfion ; 

Let us be fov’reigns ‘of the Yeas, 

Our merchants fail where’er they pleafe, 
Nor fear a new convention, 


This boon alone, my Lord, I crave, 
Many will join us, do but fave 
One fingie fianer for us: 
Grant for our fakes this only job, 
Some mercy thew our old friend Bob, 
Do what you will with Horace, 


» AN EPISTLE 


FROM A NOBLE LORD TO Mey PULTENEYs 


WRITTEN IN 1740, 


i 
Happy the man, who, with fuch eafe, 
-Can different taftes and tempers pleafe, 
Whatever be the mode, Sir ; 
: 14 Sow 


Dubuis non Inprobus. D. of B. Epe 
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Now charms the houfe—then fteps to White’s—« 
Sits down to whift—cuts out—indites 
A letter or an ode, Sir, 


Il, 
‘Thus every jifce, and every hour, 
Is witnefs to his wit and power, 
Of livelieft invention: 
Old topics in his hands are new, 
Spithead and Hounflow we review, 
And ftart at the Converition. 


Ik 
Go on, my friend, the war maintain, 
By various ways ’gainft Bob * and Spain, ;. 
Tho’ doubtful is the former : 
Flavia, or Chefterfield invoke, 
Let off, on whom you pleafe, your joke, 
Excepting always Dormer. + 


Iv. 
You'll take the hint as ’tis defign’d, 
Of honetft and of tender kind ; 
And pardon the digreffion : 
For tho’ your courage none can doubt, 
No mortal one can ‘hold a doubt, 
Againft a whole profeffion, 


© Sir Robert Walpole, 


+ General Dormer, 


"We But 
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v. 
But why fhould I in hafte incline, 
To take your counfel and refign, 
And die by your direétion : 
Or what’s the fame, myfelft out, 
There ftill remains an ugly doubt, 
About a refurrection. 


VIL 


So when you can that point affure, 

And make an after-game fecure, 
Difpatch a fecond letter : 

But he deferveth not to eat, 

Who rafhly parts with certain fweet, 
Uncertain of a better. 


VIL 


‘The mighty era may be near, 
‘But that perhaps is not fo clear, 
Then you'll be in difgrace fill 
There being but one engine more, 
And that may burft as thofe before, 
You know J mean the place-bill, 


VIII. * 
The Jews, unbelieving, b’lieving nation,’ 
Are itill in fanguine expectation, 


Of coming of their king, Sir; 
Is Why 
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Why fo their fathers were before, 
For feventeen hundred years and mote, 
But yet there’s no fuch thing, Sir. 


IX, 


I’ve next in view, the dog of old, 
Whofe ftory was by A:fop told, 
That politician able ; 
What fad mifchance the cur befel} 
At prefent I'll forbear to tell, 
But profit by the fable. is 


: x 
Expect not then, I now fhould ftrike, 
But let me hefitate diflike, 

Till matters are more certain: 
As much does on next choice depend, 
Vil that event with care attend, 


Before I draw the curtain. 
XI. 


But if, mean while, fhould happy fate, 

And ftars benign, confent to wait 
On Cathcart’s expedition 4. 

Mot ‘will gejoice at the fuccefs, 

Bob’s friends increafe, and your’s grow lefgs— 
Then farewel oppofition, : 


“YTY Thue. 
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XIL. 
Thus, having moft maturely weigh’ 
What may on either fide be faid, 
And laid my thoughts before ye: 
I take my leave, and do profefg 
Myfelf Bob’s friend, and yours no lefsy 
‘Tho’ neither Whig.ner Tory. 


ON DOWAGER LADY E, E~—D.. 


BY THE EARL OF BATH. 


VAIN are the charms of white and red, 
Which divide the blooming fair ; 
Give me the nymph whofe fnow is fpread,. 
Not o’er her breaft, bus hair. 
Of fmoother cheeks, the winning grace, 
As open forces I defy; 
But in the wrinkles of her face, 
Cupids,-as in ambuth, lie. 
Tf naked cyes fet hearts on blaze, 
And am’rous warmth infpire — 
Thro’ glafs, who darts her pointed rays, 
Lights up a fiercer fire. 
Nor happy ', nor the frain 
OF aum’rous years my blifs deftroys, 
Alive, the gives no jealous pais, 
‘And then, to pleate me, dics. 


16. STRAW- 


T-6 


STRAWBERRY-HILL 


BY THE SAME. 


L 

Some ery up Gunnerfbury, 
For Sion fome declare, 

Some fay, that with Chifwick-houfe 
No villa can compare ; 

But ak the beaux of Miiflefex. 
Who know the country well, 

Uf Strawberry-hill, if Strawberry-hill, 

Don’t bear away the bell, 


H. 

» Some love to roll down Greenwich-hill, 
For this thing, and foe. that ; 

And fome prefer fweet Marble-hill, 
Tho’ fure tis fomewhat flat ; 

Yet Marble-hill, and Greenwich-hill, 
If Kitty Clive can tell, 

_From Strawberry-hill, from Strawberry-hill, 
Will never bear the bell- 


. 


Til. 
Tho’ Surrey boafts its Oatlands, 
And Clermont kept fo jim, 
And fome prefer fweet Southcoats, | 
*Tis but a dainty whim ; 
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But afk the gallant Briftol, 
‘Who doth in tafte excel, 
If Strawberry-hill, if Strawberry-hill, 
Don’t bear away the bell. 


Iv. 


Since Denham fung of Cooper's, 
‘There’s fearce a hill around, 
But what in fong or ditty, 
Is turn’d to fairy ground, 
Ab! peace be with their memory, 
I with them wondrous well, 
But Strawberry-hill, but Strawberry-hill, 
Will ever bear the bell. 


Vv. 


Great William dwells at Windfcr, 
As Edward did of old, 

And ‘many a Gaul and many a Scot 
Have found him full as bold. 

On lofty hills like Windfor 
Such heroes ought to dwell ; 

Yet the little folks on Strawberry-hilt 
Like Strawberry-hild as well. 


ADVICE 
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ADVICE TO GENERAL COPE, 


UPON’ HIs GETTING ST.SANTHONY’S FIRE BY 
PRINKING THE BATH WATERS, AND AT THE 
SAME TIME FALLING IN LOVE WITH THE GIR 
THAT DIPPED - THE WATERe 


BY THE SAME. 


SEE, gentle Cope, with gout and love oppreft, 
Alternate torments rankling in his breatt, 

Tries at a cure, but tampers till ia vain, 

‘What eafes one, augments "the other palin 

The charming girl, who ilrives to lend relict, 
Inftead of comfort, heightens all his gricf. 

He drinks for health, then fighs for love, and cries, 
Health’s in her hand, deftruction in her eyes. 

She gives us water, but each look, alas! 

The wicked girl electrifies the glafs. 

To eafe the gout, we fwallow draughts of love, 
And then, like Aitna, burn in fires above, 

Sip not, dear knight, the daughter’s liquid fire, 
But take the healing beverage from the fire ; 

* Twill eafe your gout; for love no cure is known ; 
The god of phyfic could not cure his own, 


AN 
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AN ELEGY ON LADY ABERG--N—Y, ~ 


BY THE SAME. 


SHALL the whofe charms infpir’d each fprightly lay, 
; Now. want the laft fad tribute we can pay? 

Think not the mufe can fo ungrateful prove, 

She deems it no fuch crime to fall by love 5 

Dido till lives in Virgil’s facred fong, 

B’en Addifon has wept his Rofamond ; 

And can we-fee thy fhade unpity’d go, 

‘To join th? unhappy fair in thofe fam’d fields of woe; 
Where plaintive echo thro’ th’ immortal grove, 
Repeats the tale of fome difaftrous love ? 

No more fhall frantic Clecpatra wail, 

Nor foft Monimia her fad error tell 5 

No more Califta her Lothario narte, 
‘Nor-call'on.the dear caufe of all: her pain y 

Each fhade thy fad pré-eminence fhall own, 

And lift’ning to thy woes, forget themfelves to moan. 
Borne on the foaring wing of gay defire, 

High plac’d as young Ambition could afpire, 

You funk, at once depriv’d of fame and breath, 
like falling ftars, thy beauty’s fet in death ; 

Yet there no female malice wounds thine ears, 
Which, unrelenting, here thine honour tears ;_ 

No foe -o beauty, clamorous and loud, 


Of an involuntary virtue proud, 
There 


T9897. 
"There blafts thy name, for joys the longs to prove, 
And into brutal tuft mifconftrues gentle loves 
No prude, reforni’d by wrinkles and threefcore, 
Branding,that paffion fhe infpires no more, 
Does, with malicious joy, thy ftory tell, 
And curfe the crime the better could cohceal. 
Such are the virtuous patterns of the town, 
Who fpeak thy guilt but to difguife their own. 
Friends to the vice, tho’ defperate foes to fhame, 
Pant for, each night, what ev’ry day they blame. 
Still would the mufe, at thy loud grief’s command, 
(Faint tho? her voice, and tho’ unfkill’d her hand) 
From bafe reproach thy mangl’d fame retrieve, 
And what the dare not juttify, forgive. 
She faw with pity Howe's * untimely docm, 
And fhed a tear on haplefs Kingfton’s + tomb. 
So fhall fhe now the.fofteft colours choofe 
‘To paint thy fate, and fhadow out thy woes 5 
Call it a tender, tho’ a lawlefs flame, 
Think on thy beauties, and forget thy fhame. 


* Maid of Honour to the Queen, 


yy D——beewed by Lord S——b—ghs 
bf 


VERSES 
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VERSES 
BY THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE EARL OF 
BUCHAN, 


“AFFIXED. TO.THE-BOX PRESENTED BY THE COR- 
PORATION OF GOLRAMITSS, 1N THE CITY OF 
EDINBURGH, TO HIS LORDSHIP, WHICH BOX 42 
MADE OF THE HEART OF THE FAMOUS OAK 
THAT. BURNIQUEOSHELTER TO'THE SHATTERED: 
CREMAING OF SIR WILLIAM WALLACH’S ARMY, 
AFIER THE DEFEAT AT FALKIRK, 


THis darling box, cut from the immortal tree, 
Which, thade of Wallace ! furnith’d thade to thee 3 
This emblem dear, of thy heroic heart, 

Never from me, but with my life thall part ; 
And when ‘the Fates.thall eut th’ eventful thread, 
And lay me, peaceful, low, or crown my head 
With living {aurel, gain’d in hoftile field, 

By friends exulting borne upon my fhield ; 

Then let this relique to the man pertain, 

Who juitly thall his country’s'love attain ; 

Yes, Wallace, wight ; my heart is full of thine, 
And in thy paths I always with to fhine! 


SENT 
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SENT WITH A PIECE OF FLOWERED SILK TO LAD¥ 


CHARLES SPENCER, WHO SAID SHE WAS LOW IN 
POCKET, 


BY THE RIGHT HONOURABLE THE LATE COUNTESS 
TEMPLE, 

SINCE the times ate fo bad, and are Milf growing 

worfe; 

Youmay call this your own without finking your purfee 
The nymphs and the fawns fay the pattern is‘new, 
-And that Flora’s gay pencit defign’d it, is true: 

It was finifh’d and deftin’d for beauty’s fair queen 3 
3So to whom it belongs is moft eafily feen. 

Who! flowrets foon wither, yet thefe will not die, 
‘When fading, reviv’d by a beam from your eye; 
If youonly breathe on *em, they'll fill the whole roony, 
‘With fweets far furpaifing Arabia’s perfume, 

Refufe not this trifle, your title is clear, 
And Spencer will vouch it7 tho’ married a year, 


To 
EARL TEMPLE, ON GARDENING, 


BY THE SAME, 
By commerce, Albion, and by arms refin’d, 
Sought for the charms of art and nature join’d s 
Along the banks of her own Thames the ftray'd,- 
Where the gay fifters of the water play’d, . tal 


1 
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In many a foft meander wildly rov’d, 

And grac’d the meadows which their ftream improv’ds 
She mark’d romantic Windfor’s warlike pride, 

To learuing’s peaceful feat fo near ally’d ; 

Where Tem pie’s bofom early figh’d for praife, 
Struck with th’ infpiring fame of ancient days ; 
“She came where filver Thames.and Ifis bright, 

Their friendly treafres inOne ftream unite ; 

Where princes, prelates, fir’d with patriot views, 

By generous gifts invited every mufe ; 

Where every mufe her, grateful tribute brought, 
And virtue practis’d, what found learning taught x 

At length her longing eyes and hallow’d feet, 

Reach verdant Stowe’s magnificent retreat, , 
Where Fame and Truth had promis’d fhe fhould fing. 
Scenes to improve and pleafe her curious mind, 
Each ftep, invention, elegance difplay’d, 

Such, as when Churchill woos the Aonian maid, 
And jotted eat, graceful negligence, 

Th’ harmonious pow’rs of verfe, with terling fenfe $ : 
Such, as when Pouffin’s or Albano’s hand 

On glowing canvas the rich land{cape plaan’d, 

And claffic genius ftrove, by mimic art, 

Thro’ the admiring eye to rzach the heart, 

Amid the wonders of each ftriking fcene, 

High on the fummit of a floping green, 

A folemn temple, in proportion true, 


Magnifiecitly fimple, courts the view $ 
3 * Concord 
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* Concord and Viétory with pride proclaim 
This manfion facred to Britannia’s fame, 
Whofe form majettic, from all hands receives 
The various produtt ev’ry region gives, 
Pleas’d at her feet their choiceit gifts to lay, 
And homage, to her power fuperior, pay ; 
The feulptur’d walls her glories paft declare, ~ 
In proud memorial + of fuccefsful war. . 
No factious facrifice to France and Spain . 
‘Thofe confecrated trophies can profane ; 
For Public ¢ Liberty her awful feat 
‘Here fixing, here protects her laft retreat ; 
‘Where, to the great and good in ev'ry thade, 
The fragrant tribute of: jut praife is paid ; 
‘Where the prime beauties, form’d by nature's handy 
‘Throughout her works in ev’ry diftant land 
Tranfplanted, flourifh in their native eafe, 
And, as by magic charm collected, pleafe~ 
Here the fair queen of this heroic ifle, 
Imperial Albion, with a gracious {mile, 
Confefs'd, the lovely Nature faw at laft 
Unite with Art, and both improv’d by Tafte, 


* The alto relievo in the pediment, 
+ The medallions of the viories, a 


Y The ftatue of public Uberty pleerd in the middie niché of, 
the temples 
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TX THE ABOVE NOBLE LORD'S BEAUTIFUL GARS 


DENS AT STOWE, IS THE FOLLOWING SINGULAR, 
INSCRIPTION, 


To the memory 
of | 
Signor, Rido, 
an Italian.of goed extradion ; 
who came into England, 
not to Lite us like mof of his countrymen, 
but to gain an honett livelihood, 
He hunted not after fame, 
yet acquired it; 
regardlefs of the praife of his friends, 
but moft fenfible of their love. 
Tho’ he lived amongtt the great, 
he neither learn’d nor flatter’d any vice; 
He was no bigot, 
“Thg’ he,doubted of none of the 39 articles, 
And, if to follow nature, 
and to refpect the laws of fociety, 
be philotophy, 
he was a perfe@ philofopher ; 
a faithful friend, 
an agreeable companion, 
a loving hufband, 
diftinguith’d by a numerous offspring, 
all which he liv’d to fee take good courfes, 


In 
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In his old age he retir’d 
to the houfe of a clergyman in the country, 

where he finifh’d his earthly race, 

and died an honour and an example tothewholefpeciese 
Reader, 
This ftone is guiltlefs of flattery, 
for he to whom it is infcrib’d 
was not a man, 
but a 


Grevaaunsds 
FEMALE CHARACTERS 


WRITTEN IN THE YEAR, 1762. 
LADY NORTHUMBERLANDe 


THE Crefcent fhines! Northumberland is near ! 
Tafte, grandeur, order, in her form appear ! 
Still affable, tho” of a warrior’s race 5 
Peace in her breatt, and plenty in her face. 
L—y #—— 
A beauty comes! 2 heroine in her air; 
Bold as a man, yet yielding as a fair: 
On her foft breaft the doves of Venus brood, 
And fill her veins with Charles’s am’rous blood, 


LADY POMFRET. 


Affected wifdom has a woman made 


To wear foul linen, and defpite brocade Ps 
- How 
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Hew nobly did the with her ftatues part ! 

‘Tho’ marble is the thing that’s next her heart, 
LY H—pw—— zg. 

In niches, titles, honours, fee her foar ; 

In all the attitudes of grandeur—poor ; 

Her {pare defert is of forbidden fruit’; 

Her pattry—lafting as a Chanc’ry fuit. 


Dw OF 





A well tim'd pr——cy has title gain’d: 
Who dares to fay, the coronet is ftain’d ? 
, To eafe love’s wotterds;“comtritutes all her pow'’rs 
‘A faithful clile to Rofimonda’s bower, 
L—Y ¢-v-nr-y, 
Behold the wonder of her fex and time! 
Dangerous, yet foft ; a mortal, tho’ divine! 
Some little arts to raife her charms allow . 
The force of nature cou’d no farther go. 


LY PL-M—=—Tg, 
A wife, as Pallas fair, without defign ; 
Rules without noife, and makes her fway divine: 
No arts, no levity in her are feen, 
: Tho’ more inviting than the-Cyprian queen, 


L—Y W-LD-GR-vE. 
Brighter than Phoebus in his fierce career, 
Fair W-ld-gr-ve glows in her exalted {phere ; 
: She 
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She fpreads her influence as the fpreads her lights ~ 
Bleffes alt nature, and is nature’s night. 


VERSES. 


QW MEMORY OF KING HENRY THE SIXTH, FOUNDER 
OF KING’S COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, WRITTEN 
FEBRUARY 2, 1783. 


BY THE HONOURABLE HORACE WALPOLE, 


WHILE fuperftition teaches to revere 
The fainted calendar and letter’d year 5 
While bigots joy in canonizing shades, 
FiGitious martyrs, vifionary maids 5 
Hafte, Gratitude, and hail this better day ¢ 
At Heary’s thrine prefent thy votive lay 5 
If this peculiarly for his be known, 
Whofe charity made ev’ry day his own. 
But fay, what fhrine ?—My eyes in * vain require 
Th’ engraven brafs and monumental fpire. 
Henry knows none of thefe-—above ! around ! 
Behold where’er this penfile quarry’s found, 
Or {welling into vaulted roofs its weight, 
Or fhooting columns into gothic ftate, 
Where’er this fane extepds its lofty frame, 
Behold the monument to Henry’s name! * 
, When 
* King Hengy is buried obfcurely at Windfor. 
+ This thought is copied from the infeription over Sir Chrif- 
aepher Wrea, who is buried under the dome of S. Paul, of 
° which 
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When Henry bade this pompous temple rife, 
Nor with prefumption emulate the fkies, — 
Art and Palladio had not reach’d the jand, 
Nor methodiz’d the Vandal builder’s hand : 
Wonders, unknown to rule, thefé piles difclofe 2 
The walls, as if by infpiration, rofe. 
The edifice, * continued by his care, 
With equal pride had'form'd the fumptuous fquare, 
Had not th’ affaffin difappointed part, 
And flabb’d the growing fabric in his heart. 
More humble hands, but grateful to the mind, 
That firft the roy#l Benet defign’d, 
Renew the labour, + re-affume the ftone, 
And George's aufpices the ftruéture crown, 
No lifelefs pride the rifing walls contain, 
Neat without art, and regularly plain, 
What tho’ with pomp unequal finks the pile 
Eeneath the grandeur of the Gothic ifle ; 
‘What tho’ the modern matter’s weaker ha nd 
Uncxecuted drops whiat Henty ptann’d ; 
‘This for the fons of mien is an abode, 
But that the temple of the living God ! 


which he was the architect. « on Si. queras, monumentu:a 
© fulpieii : 

* The original plan is extant inthe library of the college. 

+ The new building was reifed at the expence of the college 
and by contributions of the miniffers, nobitity, and others. 


Vou _K Afcend . 


’ 


[ 200 J 

Afcend the temple! join the vocal choir, 
Let harmony your raptur’d fouls infpire. 
Hark ! how the turieful folemn organs blow, 
Awfully ftrong, elaborately flow ; 
Now to thé empyrean feats above 
Raife meditation on the wings of love 5 
Now falling, finking, dying, to the moan 
Once warbled fad by Jeffe’s contrite fon, 
Breathe in each note a confcience thro” thefenfe, 
And call forth tears from foft-ey’d Penitence. 
Sweet (trains along the vaulted roof decay, 
And liquid hallelujahs meft away + 
‘The floating accents lefs’ning as they flowy 
Like diftant arches gradually lowe 
Tafte has not vitiated our purer ear, 
Perverting founds to merriment of pray’rs 
Here mild Devotion bends her pious knee, 
Calm and unruffied as a fummer fea 5 
Avoids each wild enthufiaftic tone, 
Nor borrows utt’rance from a tongue unknown. 


©, Henry! from thy lucid orb regard 
How purer hands thy pious cares reward 5 
Now heav’n i'luminates thy god-like mind 
From Superttition’s papal gloom refin’d : 
Yehold thy fons with that religion bleft, 
‘Which thou woud’ft own and Caroline profefs’d, 


‘\ Great 


{' a0: ] ; 
at* mournful name— ftruck with the well-known 
found, Fi % 
Their patronefa! The mufes droop around, 
Unftrung theirlyres, inanimate their lays, 
Forget to celebrate o’er Henry’s praife— 
I cdafe, ye mufes, to implore your fong ; 
T ceafe your tunelefs, filept gtief to wrong; 
And Henry’s poaife. refer to:that great day, 
Which, + what he was, frall,when it comes, difplay, 


INSCRIPTION 


FOR THE NEGLEOTED: coseMN: IN THE PLACE 


(OF 87, “MARK AT FLORENCE, WRITTEN IN 
THE YEAR, 1740. 


BY THE same, 


Escapp a } race whofe vanity ne’er rais’d 
A monument, but when themfelves is prais’d 5 
Sacred to truth, O! let this column tife, : 
Pure frork ¥atfe trophies and infcriptive lies ! 


* Queen Caroline died in the preceding November, 


+ The thought of the laf line alludes to an epitaph in the 
chapel of King’s Collegé, which is mentioned i: 
“ Hic fitus eft, N. N, Qualis cam, die if 
 feies 2” 





he Spe€tators 





cum Veneri:s 
which being mon‘ith verfe, Mr. Acdifon has changed 
the lat word {cies into indicabit, 

$ The family of Medici, 


Kz Let 
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Let no enflavers of their country here, 
Inimpudent relievo dare appear: 
No pontiff, by a ruin’d nation’s blood, 
Lufting to aggrandize his baftard brood + 
Be here no * Clement, + Alexander feen, 
No pois’ning {cardinal, or pois’ning {| queen ¢ 
No Cofmo, or the § bigot Duke, or ** he, 
Great from the wounds of dying Liberty. 
No ++ Lorraincr—one lying arch 3} fuffice, 
To tell his virtues and his victories : ; 
Beneath his foftring eye-how; Hj.commerce thriv’d, 
Beneath his fmile-how drooping arte reviv'd + 
Let 
# Cardinal Jutio de Medici, afterwards Clement VIT. 
Alexander, the firt Duke of Florence, killed by Lorenzine 
De Medici. : : 
tf Ferdinand the Great, was firft Cardinal, andthen became great 
Duke, by poifoning his elder brother Francis I. and his wife Bi- 
anca Capello, 
[| Catherine of Medici, wife of Henry IL. king of France, 
§ Cofmo II. 
* ® Colmo the Great enllaved the republics of Florence and Siena. 
+4 Francis IL, Duke of Lorrain, which he gave up to France, 
againft the command of his mother, and the petitions of all his fub- 
jeéts, and had ‘Tufcany in exchange. 
tt The triumphal arch efeéted to him without the Port Sam 


Galio. 
[lq Two inferiptions over the leffer arches call him  reflitutor 


4 co.nmertii, ald propagator bonarum artium;” 35 his equeftrian 
flatua 
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Let iterelate, e’er fince his rule begun, 
Not what he has, but what he fhould have done. 


Level with freedom, let this pillar mourn, 
Nor rife before the radiant blifs return 3 
Then, tow’ring boldly to the fkies, proclaim 
Whate’er thal! be the patriot hero’s name, 
Who, a new Brutus, fhall his country free, 
And, like a god, fall fay, Let there be liberty. 


THE EN TAI L* 
A FABLE, 


BY THY SAME. 


IN a fair fummer’s radiant morn, 
A butterfly, divinely born, 

Whofe lineage dated from the mud 
Of Noah’s or Deucalion’s flood, 


fiatue trampling on Turks, on the fammit, reprefents the vidtorie 
that he was defigned to gain over that people, when he received the 
command of the emperor's armies, but was prevented by foms fee 


vers. 


* This piece was occafioned by the author being atked (after Re 
had finithed the little cafile at Strawbcery-hill, and adorned it wit'k 
the portraits and arms of his anceftors) if he did not defignto en- 
sailit oa his family, 7 

K3 Long: 





{ 205 ] 
‘The ftauteft wafp that wears a fword, 
Had tY€mbled to have heard the word! 
«© 1f law can rivet down entails, 
«¢ Thefe manors ne’er fhall pafs to {nails, 
46 ¥ {wear”—and then he {mote his ermine—= 
‘6° Thefe tow’rs were never built for vermin,” 
A caterpillar grovell’d near, 
A fubtle, flow conveyancer, 
Who fummon’d, waddles with his quill 
To draw the haughty, infed’s will. 
None but his heirs muft own the fpot, 
Begotten, 6 to be begot: 
’ Each leaf he binds, each bud he ties, 
To egg of eggs of butterflies. 


When, lo! how Fortune loves to teaze 
* "Thofe who would dictate her decrees! 
Awanton boy was paffing by ; 

‘The wanton child beheld the fly, 

And eager ran to feize the prey 5 

But too impetuous in his play, 

Crufh’d the proud tenant of an hour, 
And {wept away the manfion flow’r. 


K4 IMPROMTU 
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IMPROMPTU 


ON SEEING THE DUCHESS OF QUEENSBURY WALK 
AT THE PRINCESS DOWAGER OF WALES'S 
FUNERALs ri 

BY THE, SAME. 


To many a Kitty, Love-his car 
Would for a day engage ; 

But Prior’s Kitty, ever fair, 
Obtain’d it for an-age. 


EPIGRA™M 


ON ADMIRAL VERNON’S. PRESIDING OVER THE 
HERRING FISHERY, 1760. . 7 


BY THE SAME. 


LONG in the fenate had brave Vernon rail’d,? 
And all mankind with bitter tongue affail’d : 
Sick of his noife, we weary’d heav’n with pray’r, 
In his own element to place the tar. 

‘The gods at length have yielded to our with, 
And bade him rule o’er Billingfgate and fifh. 


THE 
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THE BOLLOWING PRETTY VERSES ARE TAKEN 
FROM WALPOLE’s ANTIQUITIES, 


Sir Henry Lea, the brave anceftor of the prefent’ 
Litchfield family, was mafter of the armoury to 
Queen Elizabeth, and made a vow to prefent him- 
felf annually at. the tiit,. armed,. there to perform: 
in honour of her Majefty’s acceffion to the thrones. 
Becoming at length very old, he refigned his of- 
fice to the Earl of Cumberland, with great pomp, 

-and on this occafion, prefented the following. verfes: . 
to her Majefty : - 


My golden locks, Time hath to filver turn’d, 
(O, time too fwift, and fwiftnefs. never ceafing !)' 
My youth ’gainft age, and age at youth have fpurn’d, 
But {purn’d in vain—Youth vaineth by inergaling,. 
Beauty, ftrength, and youthe, flowers fading beene ;. 
Duty, faith, dnd love,.are rootes and ever greene. 


My: helmet now fhal! make an hive for bees; 
And lovers’ fongs fhall turne to holy pfalmes+: 
«iman at armes mutt now fit on his kuces, 
And feed on pray’rs,.that are-old ages alines.. 
And fo from court to cottage I depart, 
My saint is fure of miae unfpotted heart,. 


Ks Andi * 


{ 208 } 
And when I fadly fit in homely cell, 
T’.] teach my fwains this carrol for a fongy 
Bleft be the hearts that think my fovercigne well, 
Curs’d be the foules that think to do her wrong 3 
Goddefse! voufafe this aged man his right, 
To be yotr beadfman now, that was your knight. 


THE FOLLOWING yetx D'ESPRIT WERE PRE: 
SENTED BY THE HONOURABLE HORACE WAL 
POLE, TO FOUR FRENCH LADIES OF EMINENCE 
UPON A LATS Visit TO HIM AT HY$ VILLI 
AT STRAWBERRY-HILL. 


TQ MADAME DU CHATELET. 


"WHEN beauteous Helen left her native air, 
Greece for ten years in arms reclaim’d the fairy. 
Th’ enamour’d boy withheld his lovely prize, 
And ftak’d his country’s ruin ’gainft her eyes. 
Your charms lefs baneful, not lefs ftrong, appear + 
‘We welcome any peace that keeps you here, ; 


TO MADAME DE VILLEGAGNON, ON THE SEIZUR 


OF HER CLOATHS; Y¥. THE CUSTOM-HOUS 
OFFICERS. 


PaRDON, fair traveller, the troop 
That barr’d your wardrobe’s way : 
Nor thirk your filks, your gown, and hoop, 
Were objects of their prey. 
At 
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Bh! who, when authoriz’d by law, 
To ftrip a form like yours, 

Wou’'d reft content with what he faw, 
And not exert his pow’rs? 


A MADAME DE VILLBGAGNONe 


Pardonnez, belle voyageple, 
A tous les fermiers d’Atbion 5 
Ce n’etoit robe ni jupon 
Dont leur troupe etoit curieufe. 
_ Mais de depouillier la beanté 
Nos loix leur donnoient l’avantage 3 
Et qui vous voit eft bien touté 
De metre ces loix en ufage. 


TO MADAME DE DAM:S, LEARNING ENGLISHs 


Tuo’ Britifh accents yout attention fire, 
You cannot Jearn fo fait as we admire. 
Scholars, like you, but flowly can improve, 
For who wou'd teach you but the verb, I love? 


A MADAME SH DAMAS, 


‘Quoique vouz donniez A V’Anglais 
Toute etude qu'il demande, 
Plus vous y faites de progrés, 


Et plus notre Surprife eft grande. 
K6 Vouz 


{a J 
Vouz devrieg ne profiter © 
Qu’ avet une lenteur extreme $ 
Quel Maitre peut vous repeter 
Un autre mot que le mot, J’aime ? 


TO MADAME. DE LA VAUPALIERE. 


SHALL Britain figh, when fav’ring Zephyr’s care 
Wafts to her fhores the bright la Vaupaliere ? 

Ah! yes; defcended from’ the Britifh throne, 

She views a nymph the muft not call her own. 

She fees how dear has Stuart’s exile coft, 

By Clermont’s charms and Berwick’s valour loft. 


JN a tour I lately madein Bedfordthive, I waa 
agreeably furprifed with the following inicription, 
on a crofs ereéted to the memory of Queen Catha- 
rine, wife of Henry the Eighth, in the park of the, 
right honourable the Earl of Upper Offory, at 
Ampthill, on the fpot where the houfe ftood, to 
which fhe retired, after being divorced by the king. 
It is faid ao be written by Mr. Horace W——e. 


IN days of old, ere A hill towers were feen, 

The mournful refuge of an injur’d queen : 

Here flow'd her pure, but unavailing tears 5 

Here blinded zeal fuftain’d her finking years: 

Yet Freedom hence her radiant banner wav’d, 

And love aveng’d a realm by priefts enflav’d: 
From 
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From Catharine’s wrongs a nation’s blifs was {pready, 
And Luther’s light from Henry’s lawlefs bed. 
Johannes Comes de Upper Offory, Pofuit. 177%. 


AN EPIGRAM ON A LATE MARRIAGE, 





Ere thofe thoes were ald,: 

With which the follow’d her poor hufband’s body, 

Like Niobe, all tears—Why fhe, even the-~- 

© Heav'n ! a beait that wants difcourfe of reafon, 

Would have mourn’d longer---martied with--a fidler. 

Hamvr?, 


BY Miss HANNAH MOORE. 


Tue bufkin’d mufe, when Powell was no more,‘ 
Her treffes rent, and deeper fable wore. 

Afide hermatk Thalia mournful lay’d, 

And tragic weeds bely’d the comic maid ; 

“* Nay, let the devil. wear black,” * his widow cry’d; 
Difconfolate, + ** Plt mourn a fidler’s bride, ” 


* Hamlet. 


+ The marriage of Mis?#——1 (reli& of the late Mr. 
P—-——-1, one of the managers of Covent Garden Theatre) with 
Mr. F ¥, was obliged to be poftponed, till Mr. P——i’s 


monument was ereéted, which files her, His difconfolate 
Widow. 
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%o THE HONOURABLE MISS YORKE (AFTERWARDS 
LADY ANSON) ON HER COPYING A PORTRAIT OF 
DANTE, BY CLORIO. HY HER BOTHER, THE 

» (LATE) HONOURABLE CHARLES YORKE) RSQ, 


Fair artift! well thy pencil has effay’d 

To lend a poet’s frame the friendly aid ; 

Great Dant?’s image ig thy lines we traces 
And while the mufe’s train, thy colours grace ; 
‘The mufe propitious on the draught fhall fmile, 
Nor, envious, leave unfung the gen’rous toil, 


Pidure and poetry juft kindred claim, 
‘Their birth, their genius, and purfuits the fame s 
Daughters of Phebus and Minerva, they : 
From the fame fources draw their heavenly ray. 
Whatever earth, or air, or ocean breeds ; 
Whatever Fuxury or weaknefs needs ; 
All forms of beauty nature’s fcenes difclofe, 
All images in@tntive arts compofe * 5 


© In lke manner, the late Mr. Hawkins Browne (4 poct alfa 
and a lawyer) in juft-fication*of his own and his friends prow 
penfity to the beaux arts, thus expreffes himfeif + 
“© They err, who think the mules not ally’d 
“ To Themis, both are of celeftial birth, &e.”” 


‘See An Ode tothe Hon. C, ¥. in Dodfley’s Poems, vol. ii, p. 289+ 
What 


t #3 °7 


‘What ruder paffions tear the troubl’d breaft, 
‘What mild affeftions footh the foul to reft, 

Each thought to Fancy, magic numbers raife, 
Expreffive picture to the fenfe conveys. 

Hence in all times with focial zeal confpire 
‘Who blends the tints, and who attunes the lyres 
See ! in reviving learning’s infant dawn, 

Ere yet in precepts from ofd ruins drawn, 
Sham’d the mock ornaments of Gothic tafte, 
New artifls form’d, each Grecian butt replac’d 5 
Ere Leo’s voice awak’d the barbarous age, 
‘Opprély’d by. monkith law and Vandal rage + 
See Dantd, Petrarch, thro’ the darknefs ftrive, 
And* Giotto’s pencil bid their forms furvive ! 
When now maturer growth fair Science knew, 
+ Titian her favour’d fons ambitious drew $ 
Not half fo proud with princes to adorn 

His tablets, as with wits, lefs nobly born, 
Ariotto; Aretine, yet better fkill’d 

On letters and on virtue fame to build : 


* Giotto was the fcholar of Cimabua, and the firft painter of 
any genius that appeared in ta'y, He worked at Florence} 
was the co-temporary of Danté and Petrarch, whofe pidtures he 
alrew, and with whom he lived in friendthip. 

+ Titian drew more portraits of kings and princes than any 
painter that ever lived, Arioilo and Aretine were bis friends 
and contemporaries, of whom he made pictures, 


Thefe 
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Thefe in their turn infruét the willing fong;. 
The painter’s fading glories to prolong. 

In later times, hear Waller’s polith’d verfe, 
The various beauties of Vandyke rehearfe ; 
And Dryden, in fublimer ftrains, impart 
‘ToKaeller praife,. more lafting. than his art. 


Friendthips like thefe from time receive no law,. 
Contracted oft with thofe we never faw ; 
In ev'ry art who court,an endlefs fame, « 
Through diftant ages catch the facred flame. 
See * Zeuxis, warm’d by Homer’s rage divine, 
With rapture read, and what he reads, defign! 
See} "Julio, bred on the Parnaffian foil 
with Virgil’s grandeur dignify his toil! r 
$Clovio, perhaps, like aid to Danté tlow’d: 
Intent his figure on the canvas glow’d: 





To 


* Zeuxis is faid to have Mudied Homer with particular attention” 
He always read fach parts of his poems as were beft fuited to the 
-fubjeG he had in hand, before he took up his pencil. 

+ Julio Romano, the difciple and favourite of Raphael, was faidto 
havea peculiar majefty in his compofitions He was the belt fcho~ 
Jar of the modern painters, and a diligeat reader of Virgil, and the 
greateft poets. ~ i 

f Julio Clovio lived two hundred years after Dant?, The por- 
‘erait of Danté, here mentidned, reprefents him in a melancholy 
yofture in the fore-ground,- looking back on Florence, from 


whence 
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To Danti’s fame the grateful colours flow, 
* And wreaths of faurel bind his honour’d brow. 


Fhou too, whom nature and the mufe infpire, 
Lift’ning the poet’s lore, haft caught his fire ; 
With fo much fpirit ev’ry feature fraught, 
Clovio might own this imitated draught ; 

And Danté, were he confcious of the praife, 
Would fing thy labours in immortal lays ; 

His melancholy air to gtadnefs turn’d, 

Nor longer his unthankful Florence mourn’d : 
Fair “Beatrice’s charms would loofe their force, 
No more her fteps o’er Heavén dirééthis cvarfe, 


O! could my eloquence, like his, perfuade 
To leave the bounded walks by others made, 
Thro’ nature’s wilds bid thy free genius rove, 
Copy the living race, or waving grove ; 

To thee the bard would grant the nobler place. 
And afk thy guidance thro’ the paths of peace. 


whence he was banifhed doring-the commotions in that ftate, in 
which he bore the highet offices. Clovio’s great work is a book 
of drawings, to be feen at this day in the Florentine gallerys 
the fubjeéts of which are all taken from Danté’s poem on hell, 
purgatory, and heayen. zi 
* Beatrice, the mifirefs of Danté in. his youth, who died many 
years before him, and of whom he fpeaks with great affection, 
She is reprefented in the poem as the guardian angel who leads. 
_ hin throagh heaven, as Virgil and Statius do their heroc® 
throuch hell and nine, 
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Or boldly rifing with fupericr sill, 

The work with heroes or with poets fill; 

Then might I claim, deferv’d, the laurel crown, 
My verfe not quite neglected or unknown ; 
Then fhould the world thy glowing pencil fee, 
Extend the friendhhip of its art to me. 


TO A LADY, 


-WITH-A PRESENT OF POPE’s WOKKE, 


BY THE same. 


5 

Tue lover oft, to pleafe fome faithlefs dame, 

‘With vulgar prefents feeds the dying flame, 

Then adds a verfe, of flighted vows complains, 

While the the giver and the gift difdains, 

Thefe itrains, no idle fuit to thee commend, 

On whom gay loves with chafte defires attend ; 

Nor fancy’d excellence, nor am’rous care, 

Prompts to rafh praife, or fills with fond defpair 5 

Enough, if the fair volume find accefs ; 

Thee, the great poet's lay fhall beft exprefs ; 

‘Thy beauteous image there thou may’it regard, 

Which ftrikes, with modeit awe, the meaner bard. 

Sure, had he living view’d thy tender youth, 

The blufh of honour, and the grace of truth, 
Ne’et 
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Ne’er with Belinda’s charms his fong had glow’d, 
But from thy form, the lov’d idea flow’d ; 
His wanton fatire, ne’er the fex had fcorn’d, 
For thee, by virtue and the mufe adorn’d. 


STANZAS, IN THE MANNER OF WALLER, 


OCCASIONED BY A RECEIPT TO MAKE INK, 
GIVEN TO THE AYTHOR BY A LADY. 





BY THE SAME, 


IN earliett times, ere man had learn’d 
His fenfe in writing to impart, 

With inward anguith oft he burn’d, 
His friend, unconfcious of the fmart, 


Alone’ he pin’d in thickeft thade, 

Near murm’ring waters footh’d his grief, 
Of fenfelefs rocks companions made, 

And from their echoes fought relief, 


Cadmus, ’tis faid, did firft reveal 
How letters fhould the mind exprefs, 
And taught to grave, with pointed fteel, 
On waxen tablets its diftrefs. 


Soon 
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Soon was the feeble waxen trace 
Supply’d by ink’s unfading fpot, 
Which to remoteft climes conveys, 
In cleareft marks, the fecret thought. 


Bleft be his chymichan d that gave 
The world to know fo great a good! 
Hard! that his name it fhould not fave, 
Who firit pour’d forth the fable flood. 


*Tis this configns to endlefs praife 
TTT OS HTT GS TENTION ES ey 
Hittoric truth, and fabling lays, ; 
The maiden’s eyes, the lover’s heart, . 


Tf till oblivion’s Lethe live 
Immortal in poetic lore, 

What honours fhall the ftream receive, 
Sacred to Mem’ry’s better power ! 


Who now from Helicon’s fam’d well 
The drops celeftial would requeft, 

When by ink’s magic he can {peli 
The image of his faithful breaft ? 


This kindly {pares the mode tongue 
To fpeak aloud the pleafing pain ; 
Aided by this, in tuneful fong, 
Foad vows the virgin paper fain, 


7™. 2 
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Tho? ftain’d, yet innocent of fame, 
No blufh th’ indignant reader warms, 
If well exprefs’d the poet’s flame, 
Inipir’d by fair Maria’s charms. 


To the above, which are the beft eulogiums on their 
author, we beg leave to add the following, by a friend 


who lived tofee hig:expeations fully anfwered, 


S$ O N NET 


TO THE HONOURABLE CHARLES YORKE, ESQ, 


BY THE LATE THOMAS EDWARDS, ESQ. 


Cures, whem thy country’s voice applauding 
calls 
To Philip’s honourably vacant feat, * 
With modett pride the glorious fummons meet, 
» And rife to fame within St. Stephen’s walls. 


Nor mean the honour which thy youth befalls, 
Thus early claim’d from thy lov’d learn’d retreat, 
To guard thofe facred rights which elevate 

Britain’s free fons above her neighbour thralls. 


* Mr. C. Yorke being chofen member of parliament for 
Rygate, in the rsom of his elder brother, who made his elee- 
tion for the county of Cambridge, 


' Let 
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Let Britain, let admiring Europe fee, 
In thofe bright parts, which erft, too long confin’d, 
Shone in the circle of thy friends alone, 
How fharp the fpur of worthy anceftry, 
When kindred virtues fire the generous mind 
Of Somer’s nephew, and of Hardwicke’s fon, * 


AN INSCRIPTION. 


WRITTEN IN 1749, BY THE LATE RIGHT HO* 
NOURABLE CHARLES TOWNSHEND, ON LADY 
C—— WISHING TO BE BURIED IN His SuRUB? 
BERY AT ADDEREURY IN OXFORDSHIRE. 


Within this monument doth lie 
What's left of Czlia’s gallantry. 


STRANGER ! whoe’er thou art, beftow 
One figh in tribute ere you gos 

But if thy breaft did ever prove 

The rapture of fuccefsful love, 

Around her tomb the myrtle plant, 

And berry’d fhrubs, which ring-doves haunt 5 
The {preading cyprefs, and below 

Bid lumps of arbor vite grow 3 


@ .—-Te animo repentem exempla tuorum, 


Et paver fEnea et abunculus excitet Hectors 
Vince 


Ty 
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Th’ uxorious plant that leans to find 
Some female neighbour of its kind, 
‘With beech to tell the plighted flame, 
And favine to conceal the fhame; 
That ev’ry tree and every flower 
May.join to form the am’rous bow’r; 

_ Wherein. at clofe of fummer’s heat, 
The tovers of the green. thall meet, 
While Ceelia’s thade propitious hears 
Their fanguine vows, their jealous fears 3 
Well pleas’d to confecrate her grove 
To Venus, and the rites of love. 


EARL DELAWAR’s FAREWEL 


0 THE MAIDs OF HONOUR ON HIs BEING PRO« 
MOTED TO HIS LATE FATEER’S FROOP, AND 
RESIGNING THE PLACE @F VICE CHAMBERLAIN 
TO THE QUEEN. 


YE maids who Britain’s court bedeck, 
Mus Wrottefly, Tyron, Beauclerk, Keck, 
Mifs Meadows, and Bofcawen : 
A difmal tale I have to tel! ; 
This is to bid you all farewel : 
Farewel! for [am going. 


T leave you, girls; indeed tis true,. 
Altho’ to be efteem’d by you 
Has ever been my pride: 


"Tis 
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Tis often done at court, you know ; 


I leave my deareft friends, and go 
Over to tother fide. 


No longer fhail we laugh and chat 

In th’ outer room, on this and that, 
Until the queen fhall call: 

Our gracious king has call’d me now ; 

Nay, holds a flick up too, I vow, 
And fo God blefs you all! 


They tell me that one word a day 

From him is worth the whole you fay, 
Fair ladies, in a year: 

Aword from him J highly prize ; 

But who can leave your beauteous eyes 
Without one tender tear ? 


No longer fhal! I now be feen 

Handing along our matchlefs queen, 
So generous, good, und kind ; 

While one by one exch fimiling lafs, 

Firft drops a curtiey, as we pafs, 
Then trips along behind. 


Adieu, my much-lov’d golden key! 
No longer tv be worn by me, 
Adorn’d with ribband bluc ; ‘ 
vi 
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Which late I heard look’d ill and Prlem 
I thought it but an idle tale, 
But now believe "twas true, 


Farewel, my good Lord Harcourt, too! 
What can, alas! your Lordthip da 
Alone among the maids ? 
You foon mutt fome affiftance afk ; 
You'll have a very arduous tafk, 
Unlefs you call for aid, 


Great is the charge you have in care; 
Indeed, my Pretty maidens fair, 
His fituation’s nice : 
oAs Chamberlain, we hall exped 
That he, fole guardian, fhalt proted 
Six maids, without a Vice, 


ON THE BISHOPS AND JUDGES 


BY P. DUKE oF WHARTON, 
Wuen Y—ke to heaven fail life one folemn cye, 
And love his wife aboye adultery ; 
When godlinefs to gain thall be preferr’d 
By more than two of the right vev'rend herds 
When P—rk—r thal Pronounce upright decrees, 
Aud H—ng—rf_sg refule his double fees ; 
Wher Pr—te with juttice thall diipent the laws, 
And King once Partially decide a caufe ; 

Vou dL L When 


\ 
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When Tracy’s gen’rots foul fhall fwell with pride, 
And Eyr—s his ‘chaughtinefs fhall lay afide 5 
When honeft Price fhall trim and tuckle under, 
And P—w-s fum a caufe without a blunder ; 
‘When P—ge one uncorrupted finger fhews, 
And F—rt—feue deferves another nofe ;) . 
Then fhall I ceafe my charmer to adore, 
And think of love and politics no mores. 


AN EPISTLE 


¥ROM JOHN SHEPRERD TO THE EARL OF 
MACCLESFIELD. 


BY THE SAM Ee 


WHEN curiofity led you fo far 

As to fend for me, my dear Lord,. to the bar, 

"To thew what a couple of rafcals we were ~ 
Which nobody can deny. 


You'll excufe me the freedom of writing to thee, 
For the world then agreed they never did fee 
A pair fo well match’d as your Lordfhip and me; 

~" Which nobody can deny. 


At the prefent difgrace, my Lord, never repine, 
Since feme rings of nothing but thy tricks aud mine: 
And our pames fall alike in hiftory fhine; 
Which nobody can deny 
‘Lhe 
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Tho’ we two have made fuch a noife upon earth, 
Thy fate would now be but a fubje& of mirth, 
Should your death be like mine,as we’re equal in both; 
Which nobody can deny, 


Were thy virtues and mine to be weigh’d in a fale, . uy 

I fear, foneft Thomas, that thine would prevail ; 

Fer you break thro’ all laws, while I only break jail 5 
Which nobody can deny. 


Yet fomething I hope to my merit is due, 

Since there ne’er was fo barefac’d a blund’rer as you, 

And ye: I am'the more dex?’rous rogue of the two ; 
Which nobody can deny, 


We, who thieve for’our living, if taken, muft die} 
Thofe who plunder poor orphans, pray. aufwer me 
why, : 
They deferve not a rope more than Blewfkin and T? 
Which nobody can den. 


Tho’ the mafters are rafcals, that you fhould fwing 
for it : 
Ts a damnable hardfhip ; your Lordi ip, in thor, 
Hath becn only the Jonathan Wild cf the court ‘ 
Which nobody can deny, 


L2 Altho’ 


a 


Altho’ at the helm you and Jonathan fit, 
Whilft your myrmidons plunder, aad what they 
get, : 
‘To fave their own necks mutt be laid at your feet; 
Which nobody can deny. . 


Yet Jonathan’s. politics muf. be allow’d 

To be better than thine ; for he often hath thew’d, 

He'd ftill fave himfelf, yet hang whom he would; 
"Which sobedy can deny. 


But as thou and thy gang muft come in for a ropes 
"The honour of being the firé that’s truft, up, 
Js the only favour your Lordthip cai hopes 

Which nobody can deny, 


THE TRIPLE ALLIANCE, 
BY THE SAME, 


IN fable all things hold difcourfe, 

Then words (no doubt) muft talk of courfe; 
Once on a time, near Chaonel-row, 

Two hoftile adverbs, a¥Y and No, 

Were hat’ning to the field of fight, 

Where front to front, ftood eppofite; 
Before cach general join’d the van, 

Ay (the more courteous knight) began : 


Stop* 
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- Stop, peevith particte ! beware, 4 
I’m told, you are not fuch a bear, t 
But fometimes yield when offer’d fair, | 

Suffer yon folks a while to prattle, - 

’Tis we that muft decide the battle ; 

When’er we war on yonder ftage, 

With various fate and equal rage, 

‘Fhe nation trembles at each blow 

That no gives ay, and ay gives no; 

But, in th’ expentive long contention, 

‘We gain nor office, grant, or penfion 3" 
Why, then, fhould kinsfolks quarrel thus, 
(For two of you make one of us): 

To fome wife ttatefman let us £0, 

Where each his proper ufe may know, 

-He may admit two fuch commanders, 

And let thofe wait who ferv’d in Flanders 

“Let’s quarter on a great man’s tongue, 

A Tr——ty Lord, not matter Y Bs 
Obfequious at his high command, 

Av fhall march forth to tax the land: 
Impeachments, wo can beft refift, 

And ay fupport the coh lt; 

Ay, quick as Cefar, win the day, 

And no, like Fabius, by delay, 

Sometimes in mutual fly difguife, 

Let aves feem wos, and nos feem avzs ; 
“Avas be in courts, denials meant, : 
Apdwozs in b—ps, give confent Fay 
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"Thus Ay propos’d, and, for reply, 

No, for the firft time, anfwer’d ay 5 

They parted with a thoufand kiffes, 

And fight, e’er fince, for pay, like Swiffes. 


ON ROBBING THE EXCHEQUER. 
BY THE SAME. 


FROM fun-fet to day-break, whilft folks are afleepy 
New watch are appointed th’ Exchequer to keeps... 
New bolts and new bars faften every door, : 
Andthe chefts are made three times as ftrong as before’ 
Yetthe thieves in the day-time the treafures may feize, 
For the fame are entrufted with care of the keys 

"From the night till the morning, ’tis true all is right, 
But who will fecure it from morning till night. 


‘A N.O T H E RB 
BY * THE SAME, 


QuoTH Wiid unto Walpole, make me undertaker, 
T'll {oon find the rogues that robb’d the Exchequer 3 
T thay’p’tlook amongthofe that are us’d to purloining, 
“But fhall, the firft, fearch in the chapel adjoining. 
“Quoth Robin that’s right, for the cafh you will finds 
Tho’ Pm fure ’twas not they, for there’s fore left 
cs é behind; 
But, if it were they, you could pot well complain, 
For what they have emptied, they’il foon fill,againe 
ANOTHER: 
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A NOT HER 
BY THE SAME. 


Drak Lloid, they fay, you’re Walpole’s ferret, 
To hunt him out poor Molly Skérrett, * 

And thus are grown by views finitter, 

A pimp to fuch a-ferub minitter ; 

Stick to your ufual voting trade; 

Nor Chetwind’s rights prefume ¢? invade, 

To purchafe Molly to his bed ; 

The booby jover fan’d, and faid, 

Spain and the galleons he’d faerie) 

To buy kind glances from her eyes ; 

Nay. fivore he’d make a plot to pay her, 

At leaft as good as that for Layer, 

And bid his old tool, Delafaye, + 
Keep Lynch and Mafon in full pay, } 
Paxton + @iould. teach them what to fay. 

For hatching plots, and coining treafon, 
Paxton’s efteem’d, with mighty reafon ; 

Molly, ’tis faid, by you inclin’d, 

Receiy’d his offers, and refign’d ; 

But Walpole, long by vice decay’d, 

Unable was to pleafe the maid ; 


* Afterwards fecoad wife of the Earl of Oxford, 


f Solicitor to the Treafory. 


La. But 
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-But none his fury can defcribe, 

Unlike his wretched voting tribe, 

To find one member fcorn a bribe, 

And happy were it for this land, 

If corrupt members ne’er could ftand ; 

In vain were all his lying tricks, 

- His ufual arts in politics ; 

‘They fail’d in one as well as t’other, 

In {pite of Townfhend and his brother. 

What will become of this, poor Lloid, - 
When once thy mafter’s pow’r’s deftroy’d, 
When he refunds his unjuft gains, 

Ry bills of penalties and pains ; 

When Vaughan fhall fwear he did miftake him, 
And even bifhops hall forfake him ; 

Charters fhall bully prove to bang him, 
Churchill turn evidence to hang him, 

Matty proclaim him fumbling imp, 

And you how ill he paid his pimp. 


ON THE DEATH OF MRS, BOWES, 


: BY LADY M. W. MONTAGVE, 
Ham shappy bride! for thou art truly blefs’d ; 
Three jnonths of rapturecrown’d with endlefs reft ; 
Merit like yours was heav’n’s peculiar care, 
You lov’d—yet tafted happinefs fincere 
To you the fweets of love were only thown, 
The sure fucceeding bitter dregs uaknown. 

: You 
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You had not yet the fatal change deplor’d,. 
‘THE tender lover for th’ imperious lord; 
Not felt the pains that jeatous fondnefs brings, 
Nor wept that caldnefs from poffeffion: Springs ¢ 
Above your fex diftinguifh’d in your fate, 
You trufted—yet experienc’d no deceit, ” . 
Softwere your hours, and,wing’d with pleafure, flewy 
No vain repentance gave a figh to you ; 
And if fuperior blifs heav’n can beftow,. 
With fellow angels you enjoy it now. 


THE WL? Ns werk 


: BY THE DUKE OF WHARTON, 
Han, Poétefs! for thou art truly bleft, 
Of wit, of beauty, and of love poffett ; 
¥Your mufe does feem to blefs poor Bowes’s fate, 
But far ’tis from you to defire her flate; 
Tn ev'ry line your wanton foul appears, - 
Your verfe, tho’ fmooth, fearce fit for modett ears 3 
No pangs of jealous faazinefs dott thou thew, 
And bitter dregs of fove thou-ne’er didft know : 
‘the coldnefs, that your hufband oft has mourn’d, 
Did vanifh quite, when warm’d on ‘Turkith gtd ; 
Por Fame does fay, if Fame don’t lying prove, * 
‘¥ou paid obedience to the Sultan’s love, 
Who, fair one,. then, was your imperious Lord ? 
Rot Montagne, but Mahomet the word::- 

Ls. Great 
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Great 2s your wit, juft fo is Wortley’s love, 
Your next attempt will be on thund’ring Jove 
‘The little angels you on Bowes beftow, 

But gods themfelves are only fit for you. 


_ ON THE BANISHMENT OF CICERO. 


FIRST PRINTED WHEN ATTERBURY, BiSHOP 
OF ROCHESTER, WAS BANISHED IN 17245 


“BY THE SAME. 


I. 
AS o'er the fwelling ocean’s tide 
An exile Tully rode, 
The bulwark of the Roman ftate, 
, In ad, in thought, a god ; 
The facred genius of majeftic Rome 
Defcends, and thus laments her patriot’s doom : 


13m 


Farewel ! renown’d in ats, farewel ! 
_ ‘Thus conquer’d by thy foe, 
Zor honours, and of friends depriv’d, 
"In exile mutt thou go: 
Yet go content; thy Jook, thy will fedate, 
Thy fou! {uperior to the fhocks of fate. 


II. Thy 
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Thy wifdom was thy only guilt, 

Thy virtue thy offence, 
With god-like zeal thou didft efpoufe 

Thy country’s juft defence ; 
Nor fordid hopes could charm thy fleady foul, 
Nor fears, nor guilty numbers could controul, 


Iv. 
What tho’ the nobleft patriots flood 
Firm to thy facred caufe, 
“What tho’ thon-could’tt difplay, the force 
Of thet’rie anid of laws ; 
No eloquence, no reafon could repel 
Th’ united ftrength of Clodius and of hell. 


Vv. 


Thy mighty ruin to effet 
What plots have been devis’d! 
What arts! what perjuries been us’d! 
What laws and rites defpis’d ! 
. How many fools sggieknaves by bribes allur’d, 
And witneffes by hopes and threats fecur’d ! 


VE 


And yet they act their dark deceit, 
Veil’d with a nice difguife, 
And from a fpecious fhew of right, 
From treachery and lies ; 
L6 With 
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‘With arbitrary power the people awe, 
And coin unjuft oppreffion into law. 


VI. 
Let Clodius now in grandeur reign, 
Let him exert his pow’r, 
A fhort liv’d monfter in the land, 
‘The monarch of an hour; 
Let pageant fools adore their wooden god, 
And aé againft their fenfes at his nod. 


Vl. 
Pierc'd by an untimely hand 
‘To earth fhall;he defcend, 
Tho’ now with gaudy honours cloath’d, 
Inglorious in his end. ¥¢ 
Bleft be the man who docs his pow’r defy, 
And dares, or truly fpexk, or bravely die. 


ON MR. POPE’s CHARACTERS OF WOMEN. 


BY ANNE, LATE VISCOUNTESS IRWIN, AUNT TO 
THE PRESENT EAR @® CARLISLE. 


BY cuftom doom’d to folly, floth, and eafe, 

No wonder Pope fuch fgmale triflers fees ; 

But, would the fatyrift confe(s the truth, 

Noshing fo like as male and female youth ; 

Nothing fo like as man and woman old, 

Their joys, their loves, their hages, if truly told, 
The? 


U 23 3 
Tho’ diffrent acts feem diffrent fexes growth, 
"Tis the fame principle impets them both. 
View daring man, ftung with ambition’s fire, 
The conqu’ring hero, or the youthful fquire, 
By diffrent deeds afpire to deathlefs fame, 
One murders man, the other murders game. 
View a fair nymph, blefe’d with fuperior charms, 
Whofe tempting form the coldett bofom warms ; 
No eaitern monarch more defpotic reigns, 
Than this fair tyrant of the Cyprian plains, 
Whether a crown.ar bauble we defire ; 
Whether to learnitigs or to. deéfs afpire ; 
Whether we wait with joy the trumpet’s call, 
Or with to fhine the faireft at a ball ; 
In either fex the appetite’s the fame, 
Fer love of pow’r is ftill the love of fame. 


Women mutt in a narrow orbit move, 
But power, alike, both males and females love. 
What makes the diffrence then you may anger 
Between the hero, and the rural {quire ? 
Between the maid bred up with courtly care, 
Or the who earns by toil, her daily fare? 
‘Their pow’r is ftinted, but not fo their will, 
Ambitious thoughts the humbleft cottage fill ; 
Far as they can, they puth their little fame, 
And try to leave behind a deathlefs name. 
3° education all the difPrence lies; 
Women, if taught, wou’d be as learn’d and wife 

As 


U 26 7. 

” As haughty man, improv’d by arts and rules’; 
Where God makes one, Negleét makes many fools $ 
And though Nugatrixes are daily found, 
Flutr’ring Nugators equally abound. 

Such heads are toy-fhops, fill’d with trifling ware, 
And can each folly with each female fhare + 

A female mind like a rude fallow lies, 

No feed is fown, but weeds fpontaneous rife. 

As well we might expeét'in winter, fpring, 

As land untill’d a freitfulerop fould-brragy 

As well we might-expeét Peruvian ore 

‘We fhould poffefs, yet dig not for the ftore. 
Culture improves all fruits, all forts we find, 

Wit, judgment, fenfe, fruits of the human mind. 


Afk the rich merchant, converfant in trade, 
How Nature op’rates in the growing blade ? 
Afk the philofopher the price of ftocks ? 

Atk the gay courtier how to manage flocks ? 
Enquire the dogmas of the learned fchools, 
From Arittotle down to Newton’s rules, 

Of a rough fo'dier, bred to boifProus war, 
Or one fill rougher, a true Britith tar? 
‘They'lt all reply, wupractis’d in fuch laws, 
The effeét they know, th& ign’rant of the caufe, 
The failor may, perchance, have equal parts, 
With him bred up to fcience and to arts ; 
And he who at the head or flern is feen, 
Philofopher or hero might have been, 

: : _The 


- 
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The whole in application is compris’d, 
Reafon’s not reafon, if not exercis’d. 
Ufe, not poffeffion, real good affords, 
No mifer’s rich, that dares not touch his hoards f 
Can female youth, left to weak woman’s care, 
Mifled by Cuitom, Folly’s fruitful heir; . 
Told that their charms a monarch may enflave, 
That beauty, like the gods, can kill, or fave; 
Taught the arcanas, the myfterious arts, 
By ambuth drefs, to catch unwary hearts: 
Tf wealthy born, taught to lifp French, and dance, 
Their morals left, Lucretius-like, to chance + 
Strangers to reafon and refletion made, 
Left to their paffions, and by them betray’d; 
Untaught the nobler end of glorious truth, 
Bred to deceive, even from their earlieft youth ! 
Unus’d to books, nor virtue taught to prize, 
Whole mind, a favage watte, unpeopl’d lies ; 
Which to fupply, trifles fill up the void, 
And idly bufy, to no end employ’d, - 
Can thefe, from fich a fchool, more virtue thow ? 
Or tempting vice treat like a common foe } 
Can they retift, when foothing pleafure woes ? 
Preferve their virtue, when their fame they lofe > 
Can they on other themes converfe or write, 
‘Than what they hear all day, or dream all night? 
Not fo the Roman female fame was fpread, 
Not fo was Clelia, or Lucretia bred : 

Not 


E m8 y 
Not fo fuch heraines true glory fought,. 
Not fo was Portia, or Corielia taught! 
Portia, the glory of the female race ! 
Portia, more lovely by her mind than face ! 
Early iaform’d, by Truth’s unerring beam, 
What to reject, what juftly to efteem ; 
JTaught by philofophy all moral good, 
“How to repel in youth th” impetuous blood ! 
How her moft fav’rite patfions to fubdue, 
And Fame, thro’ Virtue’ssdveane,purtue 5. 
She tries herfelf, avd, EH totorows pain, 
Can’t the great fecretefrom her brea‘ obtain ; 
To Cato born, to noble Brutus join’d, 
She fhines invincible in form and mind! 
No more fuch gen’rous fentiments we trace, 
In the gay moderne of the female race ! 
No more, alas! heroic virtue’s fhown, 
Since knowledge ceas’d, philofophy’s usknewm 
No more can we expect our modern wives, 
Heroes fliould breed, who lead fuch ufelefs lives, 
Would you, who know th’ arcana of the foul, 
The fecret {prings which move and guide the whole; 
Would you, who can inftrué as well as pleafe, 
Bettow fome moments of your darling eadmy 
To refcue woman from this Gothic late,” 
New paffions raife, their minds a-new create ; 
Then for the Spartan virtues we might hope, 
‘For who flands unconvine’d by gen’rous Pope? 
hen 
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Then would the Britith fair perpetual bloom, 
And vie in fame with antient Greece and Rome! - 


TO A YOUNG LADY CURLING HER HAIR, 


FROM THE LATIN OF DR, Louta, 


BY THE LATE w. DUNCOMBE, ESQ. 


No Jonger feek the needlefs aid 
Of ftudious art, dear, lovely maid [ 
Vainly from fide to fide forbear 
"To fhift thy glafs, and braid each ftraggling hair, 
As the gay flowers, which nature yields 
So various on the vernal fields, 
Delight the fancy more than thofe 
The garden gives to view in equal rows! 
’ As the pure ftream, whofe mazy train 
The prattling pebbles check in vain, 
Gives native pleafure, while it leads 
Its random waters {wiftly through the meads: 
As birds on boughs, in early {pring, 
Their wocd notes wild, near rivers fing, 
Grateful their warbling ftraing repeat, 
And footh theeear irregularly fweet: 
So fimple drefa, and native grace, 
Will beft become thy lovely face ; 
For naked Cupid ftill fupedts, 
Tn artful ornaments, conceal’d defece, 
Thea 
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Then ceafe, with crifping tongs, to teary 
‘And torture thus thy flowing hair: 
O! ceafe, with taftelefs toil, to fhed 
A cloud of fcented duft around thy head. 
Not Berenice’s locks could boaft : 
A grace like thine! Among the hoft 
Of ftars, tho’ now transform’d, they guide 
The doubtful failor thro” the nightly tide s+ 
Nor Venus, when a form like thine 
She chofe, to veil her charms divine, 
And gave her trefles unconfin'd, ~ 
To wave and wanton in the balmy wind, 


ON FUSCA. 


BUSPECTED OF PAINTING. ATTEMPTED IN THE 
MANNER CF LORD DORSET. 


L 
WHEN ftately Fufca ftalks along, 
Of grave graduates the fung» 
The toatt of ev’ry {cholar; 
Like them her eye’s enlighten’d rays, 
Her graceful fhape, and face 1 praife, 
But wonder at jts colour. 


: I. 
No rofe or lily there I fee, 
(Fit themes for gentle fimile) 


Which puts me in a taking: 
‘For 
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For never yet fo frange-an hue, 
Vile mixture of red, brown and blue,” 
Could be of nature’s making. 


ut. 


So blufhes ruddy brickduft Moll, 
So glares the cheeks of painted Doll, 
By milliners bedizen’d ; 
So Indians-fain’d: with gyts and gall, 
So fhine the giants grinfand tall, 
In city-hall. imprifon’d, 
Iv. 


So have I in the Garden * feen, 

Somie faucy fulphur-fcented quean, 
Her nofe with brandy fuddle ; 

So have I feen a country fquab, 

At thearing-time, his weathers dawb 
With rancid-oil and ruddle, 


Ostord, 1768, 


ON HEALTH. 


BY THE LATE Lorp HERVEY, 


Tuo lifeWelf’s not worth’a thought, 
Yet, whilft J live, could health be bought ; 
Whate’er brib’d fenators receive, 


Or back again in taxes give ; 


Covent-Garden, 
Whatever 


Yow | 
Whatever foree of fraud obtains; : 
‘What Proffia from Silefia gains, i 
Or Hanover from England drains ; 

Whate’er the Aufrian wars have coft, 

Or Hung’ry’s queen difburfs’d or loft ; 
What France has paid to fhape her crown, 
Or we, like fools, to keep it on ; 

All that the Indies have fupply’d 

"Fae beggar’d Spain, to feed the pride 

Of that Italian fury-dattie, 

Who keeps all Eungpe in a flame, 

For her two brats;"thofe princely things, 
‘Whem God made fools, and fhe’d make kings. 
In fhort, to fum up all; whate’er 

Or pride, or avarice makes its care, 

Did J poffefs it, Vd refiga,. 

‘To make this riches treafure mine. 


TO MR. POYNTZ, 

WITH DR. SECKER’S SERMON ON EDUCATION, 
PREACHED BEFORE THE UNIVERSITY OF OXe 
FORD, JULY 8, 1733+ 

BY THE SAMFe 

WHILE Secker’s rulcs in this difcourre'l few, 

How quick cach maxim turns my thoughts on you! 

Who in each art of education fkili'd, . 

Severe in precept, yet in manner mild, f 

‘Cané form the man, and yet no* fhock the child! 

: You,, 
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You, by perfuafion to inftruétion join’d, 

- Know without force to. cultivate the mind ; 
And to rongh tatks communicating eafe, 
Bren to the taught can make the teacher pleafe 5 
Whilft to a court adapting ev’ry rule, 
Without enervating the ftriteft {chool, 
At once you ftrengthen and adorn the heart, 
With Spartan virtue, and Athenian art : 
Nor vain thy toils, nor fruitlefs are thy cares, 
For fee thy royal charge in rip’ning years, 
The fecond hope of our Auguitan age, 
Like lov’d Marcellus, every heart€ngage ; 
But to his years heav’n grant a longer date, 
Nor with Marcellus’ virtue give his fate ! 
Long may he live the glory of our ifle, 
And each Minerva on his fortune fmile : 
Let this in fenate her affftance yield, 
Let that direétand guard them in the field ; 
In peace and war ftill ufefut to the ftate, 
In council prudent, and in action great: : 
Then ev’ry rule throughout this theory fhewn, 
Shall by thy praétice in this youth be known 3 
And the world find, by one example taught, 
How well on Royntz’s conduct Secker wrote, 


EXTEM. 


44) 
EXTEMPORE EPIGRA™M 


ON THE LATE EARL OF BURLINGTON, AND HIS 
HOUSE AT CHISWICK, 


BY THE SAME. 


Poftets'd of one great hall for ftate, 
Without one room to fleep or eat ; - 
How well you build, lee flatt’ry tell, 
And all mankiad how ill you dwell. 


VERS ES 
ON SECOND THOUGHTS ON THE SAME SUBJECTs 


BY THE SAME. 


Our Englith connoiffeurs may’ learn to rule, 

To fpoil their houfes, and to play the fool, 

To allmankind, (could we on paper live) 

‘What charming dwellings might thy genius give ! 
And tho’ when executed, fti.l we find 

Thy plans have nothivg to its ufe affign’d ; 


RARE archite@ ! in whofe exotic fchool, i 


Tho’ to fpace, light, convenience you declare 
Irreconcilcable, perpetual war . 
With hails, where groping moles fhould only feed, 


And libraries, where Jynx’s eyes can’t read 5 
: With 
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With doors, to common purpofes fuch foes, 
Some never open, others never clofe : 

~ Windows inverting what they were of old, 
Not form’d to fet in light, or keep out cold ; 
Chimneys in cupboards, full of means poflefs’d 
To fire the houfe, tho’ not te warm the gueft ; 
Stairs, which no mortal caw go up and down, 
And leaden fkulls each emblem dome to crown ¢ 
Tho’ fuch in every fhape,.in every part, 
We find thy unaccommodating art, _ 
Yet.who fhall fay, thy, worke:aee not divine ? 
‘When all rust own; there is.no houle of thine, 
In which (among the maay have been try’d) 
The devil wou’d, or mortal can refides 


STREPHON AND COLIN, 


A DIALOGUE, 


BY THE RIGHT HONOURABLE CHARLES EARL oF 
MIDDL SEX, AFTERWARDS DUKE OF DORSET. 


STREPHON, 


Have you not feen the morning fun 
Peep over yonder hill? * 
Then you have {een my Chloe’s charms, 
At belt but painted ill, 
COLIN. 
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r CcoLiN. 
Have you not feen a butterfly, 
With colours bright and gay ? 
‘Then you have feen a thing lefs fine 
Than Molly cloath’d in grey. 
STREPHON. 
‘The rofe, you'll fay, of all the field, 
Can boaft the livelteft hue ; 
But, to compare with Chloe’s cheeks, 
It wants the lily too, 
As I fat by her on the plain, 
And talk’d the howr’s away, 
She breath’d fo fweet, I thought myfelf 
In fields of new-mown hay. 


OLIN. 

Not the fweet breath that’s breath’d from cows, 

With Molly’s can compare ; 
And when fhe fings, the lift*ning fulks 

Stand filent round to-hear. 
She faid, as we were walking once 

Along the fhady grove, 
There’s none but Colin, Molly loves, 

And will for ever love. 

STREPHON. 

Believe not, friend, a woman’s word, 
Or you are mach to blame ; 
For ener night, behind the elms, 


She iwore tome the fame. Ps 
+ conrmdé 
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coLiIn, 


Yet Pll believe your Chloe's word, 
As on my breaft the laid, 

“ This Strephon is fo dull a clown, 
** He'll think me ftill a maid,” 


ANACREONTIC; 
Ox Tum DEATH oF srR HARRY BELLENDINE, 


BY LoRD MIDDLESEX, 


Ye fons of Bacchus, come and join 
In folemn dirge, while tapers fhine 
Around the grape-emboffed fhrine 

” OF honett Harry Bellendine, 


Pour the rich juice of Bourdeaux wine, 
"_Mix'd with your falling teags of brine, 

Tn jut libations o'er the fhrine 

Of honeft Harry Bellendine, 


Your brows let ivy chaplets twine, 
While you pufh round the fparkling wine, 
Aud let your table be the fhrine 

* Of honett Harry Bellendine, 


Vor. Te M A DEs 
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AA DESCHIPTION OF ACHILLES’ ATTACKING THE 
TROJAN ARMY. 


TRANSLATED IN BLANK VERSE, AND ALMGST 
. LITERALLY, PROM THE 26TH BOOX-OF HOMER’S 
ALIAD, VERSE 382%. “Ev SAxirlde tpdecon Boge, &Cy 


ACHILLES, all his foul with courage clad, 
Ampetuous rufh’d on Troy’s embattl’d hoft 
With.horrid fhouté ¢ anid firft-his fatal hand 
: Iphitrion few, Otryntens’ warlike fon, 
Who to the aid of Troy a numerous band 
Of warriors led; him iv thetereteTor 
Of Hyda, pleafant valley ! at the foot 
Of fnow-clad Imolus a fair Naid bore 
To great Otrynteus ; now Achilles’ {pear 
Met him advancing ’gainft the adverfe hoft, 
And fmote his forehead in the midft,- which ftraight 
On each fide parting few, He finks to earth 
Unnerv’d; his armour in the fall refounds ; 
Achilles, glorying, thus befpeaks the flain; 
 & Lie there, Otrynteus’ fon; there is thy grave, 
© Molt formidable chief; though far from thence: 
‘© ‘Thy birth-place, near the fam’d Gygean lake, 
+ Where all thy fair paternal lands extend, 
“s rich banks wath’d by the fifhy ftreams 
*© Of Hyllus and by Hera:us’ boifterous wave." 
So ipeke he, glorying o'er bis fallen foe, 
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Whofe eyes now death in ever-during night - 
Had feal’d, and o’er his miferable corfe, 
At the firft onfet of th’ encount’ring hofts, 
The Grecian chariots drove: then by his fide 
Demoleon, mighty bulwark of the war, 
Antenot’s fon, he flew ! quite through his helm, 
‘He fmote him on the temple ; for the helm, 
‘Though cheek’d with plates of brafs, could not with- 
ftand 
Th’ impetuous fpear, which, thro’ it paffing, broke 
The yielding bone, and mingled with the brain ; 
And all the warrior’s rage at once fubdued, 
Next ’gainft Hippodamas his javelin flew, 
And pierc’d his back as bending o’er his car 
Tic urg’d his ftceds to flight ; he dying, heaves 
Such lamentable groans, as‘when a bull, 
_ do honour of the Heliconian king, 
Ts dragg’ to th’ altar by a blooming band 
Of robuft youths : (for with this facrifice 
Th’ earth fhaker is well pleas’d 3) fo groan’d th: 
youth, 
While ebbing life forfook bis manly limbs, 
Then with his {pear the furious hero rufh’d 
Cn Polydore, the godlike Prinm’s fon ; 
Whom oft his aged fire, with fond commands, 
Forbad i’th’ fight tengage, becanfe in him -m 
His youngeft hope he faw, and lov'd him mott: 
This youth the rett in fwittneis far excell’ dy 
: Ma And 
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And now, rath boy ! his fwiftnefs to difplay, 
Vth’ foremot ranks acrofs the plain he ran, 
"Till life forfook him ; for the fatal fpear 
Of fwift Achilles fmote him, as he pafs’d, 
Vth’ middle of the back, where his ftrong bett 
With golden clafps was buckled 5 and his mail, 
From cach fide meeting, made a double fold 5 
Allthefe it pafs’d, and thro’ his navel drove 
Its brazen point ; groaning, he finks to egtths.. 
Prone on his ftrengthlefs knees; fudden cloud 
O’ercatts his fwimming eyes 5 and as he lay 
Rolling in death’s laft Pang, his hands held in 
His entrails, gufhing thro’ the fpacious wound, 


NEREUS'’s PROPHECY. 


Hoke ok. Lia 


TRANSLATED, A. De 17500 


AS o'er the feas the Trojan fwain, 
In Phrygian fhips fam’d Helen bore 
Perfidious, from the Spartan fhore 5 
Old Nereus, monarch*of the main, 
Rifing from the hoary deep, 
Bade the rolling waves fubfide, 
Andlaid the fluttering winds afleep, 
While thus the Trojan’s fate he prophecy’d :— 
“Ta 
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** Tn an ill omen’d hour, 
** Thou led’it away the beauteous damey 
*¢ Whom the whole united pow’r 
“ Of injur’d Greece fhall foon reclaim, 
** United to dettroy thy loves 
** Adulterous ; and the ancient realm 
“* Of partial Priam, that approves 
‘* Thy crime, in rain overwhelm. 
“ Alas! what toils mut warlike fteeds, 
© And matchlefs heroes now endure! 
© What cruel woes, what direful deeds, 
“ To Phrygia will thy luft procure ! 
** Already Pallas, arm’d with rage, 
‘© Spreads thro’ Greece her dread alarms ; 
“* Already clad in heavenly arms, 
*¢ Prepares the fatal war to wage, 
** Jn vain (tho’ now with pride elate, 
“¢ The aid of Venus be thy boaft) 
 Thow hop’t to fhun thy deftin’d fate, 
“* And "feape the wrath of Grecia’s hoft. 
** Tho’ now to deck thy comely hair, 
*¢ Tynoble youth, be allthy care; i 
“+ Or pleafing to a woman’s-ear, 
** From Lydian viols to require 
** Soft founds of love, and fond defire 
“ The Cretan thaft, the deathful dart, 
“* Eager to pierce the treach’rous heart, 
“ The din of arms, and battle’s noife, 
“* Unfriendly to the lover's joys, 
M3 * Ta 
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* In vain fhall fly—in vain fhall fhun 
« The vengance of Oileus fon 
* Swift in purfuit. A dreadful day 
*¢ Will come, when all thofe treffes gay, 
«© That youth and beauty which you truft, 
*€ Shall lie difhonour’d in the duft. 
Mark with fatal fteps advance 
** Ulyffes, and the hoary age 
** OF Pylias, venerable fage : 
See Sthenelus with brandifh’d lance’ 
‘© Skilful alike to guide the car 
** Thro’ a'l the paths of various war, 
‘* And with a bolder hoftile rage, 
*¢ Tn ‘tanding combats to engage. 
“Lo! with impatient wrath e’en now, 
4 Teucer bends his fatal bow; 
“« And Creta’s monarch from afar, 
«* With Merion, haftens to the war: 
“ And fierce Tydides, to his fire 
** Superior, burning with defire, 
+ To fink thee to the fhades of night, 
** Ruthes furious to the fight s 
Whom, (as the hind, that from a wood, 
** A hungry wolf appgoaching fpies, 
Forgets to crop the flow’ry food, 
*¢ And panting o’er the meadows flies ;) 
«6 Thou foon fhalt fhun with tim’rous hatte 3 
“6 And Mion by thy flight difgrac’d, 


se With 
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With thame thall ope her Scan gate, 
And for a moment ftay thy fate. 
«© Thy Helen, witnefs to thy flight, 
Shall learn to fcorn her boafted knighty 


“ Yet for a while the direful hate 
“ Of ftern Achilles thall prolong 
** The days of deitin’d Nion—Fate 
At length avenges Sparta’s wrong : 
** The Grecian flames the Trojan tow’rs furround, 
; ** And heav’n-built Ilion fmoaks upon the ground.” 


A DIALOGUE 


BETWEEN BISHOP WARBURTON AND DEAN 
TUCKER, 
TUCKER. My wife, father William, is ugly, is old, | 
: Afthmatic, cheft-founder’d, and lame. 
f -WARB, My wife, fon Jofiah, you need not be told, 
I. Is as bad in the other extreme, 


TUCK. Ihave put mine away. (war.) The deed I 
applaud, 
But applauding can only admire $ 
Foryou are bound enly by man and by God, 
But my obligations are Prior, * 


_ ® Prior Park, formerly the feat of Mr. Allen, whofe riece 
Bithop Warburton married. 
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ELEGY ON THE DEATH OF A LADY, | 


BY JOHN DAMER, ESQs 


From the light itrains of idly pleafing joy,. 
Ye mufes, tune the foft melodious ftring 

‘To folemn notes of melancholy woe, 
Fanneila is no more 
Ah ! what ayails it on the fmiling banks, 

Where the fmooth waves of gentle Liffy flow ‘ 
In fportive meafures, or to dance or fing ; 

‘Well might fuch paftimes, underneath her eye, 

Befit the hearts of elegance and eafe, 

By her inform’d with ev’ry pow’r to pleafe. - 
For fay (ye beft can tell), who e’er beheld 

That form, where fhone fuperior ev’ry charm | 
Of fofteft beauty, by her mind excel’d, 

Nor found elate his confcious heart grow warm 

With pureit love of Innocence and Truth? 

Refin’d by chafte and elegant defire, 

Begin, my mufe, and touch the mournful lyre, 
*Twas at the facred fhrine, where peaceful lay 
The poor remains of dear Fanneffa’s form, 
Amanda, nymph with gentleft manners grac’d, 
Came at the clofe of penfive eve, to weep 
Her bitter forrows o’er the filent tomb 
For long in mutual bonds of perfect love, 

‘Of friendfhip pure, and undifflembl’d truth, 





They 
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They happy liv’d ; and, like“too fitter ftreame 
That dimpling run along th’ enamel’ mead, 
‘Till haply mixing in a fond embrace, 
They roll commix’d their gentle tides in one, 
Such were this happy pair; one heart, one foul, 
The fame defire and with inform’d them both. 
Silent a while fhe ftood, and dumb with grief ; 
At length fhe wip’d:the tear from éither cheek, 
And fighing fad, thus rais’d her voice to fpeak yw 
“* Too fatal morn! when fad Amanda Iof ! 
“* More than the pride of empty worids can boaft ! 
“ That morn, * which us’d with fongs of fettive mirth 
“* Prociaim the day, which gave Fanneff birth, 
*¢ Muil now its melancholy lights beftow, 
“* Sacred to grief and forrow’s deepett woe, 


‘* Can I forget, when on the bed of death, 
“* When nature itruggl’d in thy lateft breath, 
“ The.fond indulgence of thy gentle breatt, 
** Thy fondeft love and tendernefs expreft >— 
** Ah! no; too well my memory retains 

** ‘Thy fondett love, and my fevereft pains. 


‘¢ Yet tho’ thus torn untimely from my fight, 

“ Thou blett inhabitant of pureftt light! 

* Never fhail thy image from my bofom part, 

“ Thy bright example ceafe to fire my heart— 


* She died on her birth days 


Ms “ That 
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‘That bright example ftill before mine eyey 
Shall teach, like thee to live, like thee to die. 
« Accept, dear honour’d fhade! this mournful lgy, 
© Which love, which gratitude, and friendthip pay! 
Perhaps, tho” now to realms of blifs remov’d, 
* "Thou {till may hear Amanda, once belov’d. 
© Soon this fad corfe befide thy breathlefs clay, 
« (Tis all my with) fome friendly hand fall lay, 
«+ My fpirit feek thee in the realms above, 
“¢ Confirm’d in friendihip and immortal love.” 


‘ 


‘ 


- 


Next came, with filent feps, and forrowing fad, 
Damon, a youth, who erit the happieft fwain 
‘Vhat jocund pip’d beneath the Sylvan thade, 
Gr led his fpertive flocks along the plain. 
Long had his heart maintain’d the gen’rous flame 
Of purett love for dear Fanneffa, loft ; 
And Hope (falfe cherub) fmil’d, ill-fated youth !~ 
Delufive on the fondnefs of his breaft— 
As he approach’d, a fuddea horror chili’d 
His mantling blood, cold damps bedew’d his brow; 
And fighs fupprefs’d the efforts of his tongue, 
Till teats, the lab’ring wretch’s beft relief, 
Eas’d his fwoln heart, and thas he pour’d his grief 


«© Relentefs Fate ! could nought appal thy rage, 
“ Or fiay thy hand, rapacious for the grave ! 
“ Say, could not Virtue, Tendernefs engage, 
«© Or Innocence demand thy pow’r to fave ? 
“In 


€ 237 
“* In vain, too proud thy triumph thon may’ft bos’, 
-** Since neither Virtue, Innocence, or Truth, 


: “Could bribe the region of thy vengeful ghof, 


“* Infenfible to beauty, or to youth, 


“¢ Why wert thou born, alas! untimely fhade, 
“© With ev’ry charm and elcgance divine, 

“* And yet fo-thort thofe heav’nly charms difplay’d, 
“© And juit mature, at once forbade to thine. 


** Ah! where are now the golden dreams of ju, 
6 Which Hope too fondly. eheri(h’d in my breait? 
“* Ah! morethandreams; for fay, could aught deftroy 
_ My furett happiness, of thee poffer ? 


“ Depriv’d of thee, what now remains behind, 
“But bitter grief and flow confuming paia ? 
“ O! that the fame fad moment had refign’d 
«© That life, which now, ‘relugtant, I futtain, 


** Ah! why incautious on a diffant {hore 
*© Could I fecure in indolence remain, 
“¢ While the fell poifon unrelenting tore, 
* With rage relililefs, every tender veus, 
*¢ Still conftant had I watch'd thy fickly cc, 
“* Exploi’d with tender care thy feebic crs, 
* With arm reclin’d beaeath thy droop 
et Had ftrove to Keep one angel from : 
M6 
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4* But vain, alas! had keen my conftant care 
4 To ftay thy paffage to the realms of light, 
6 Heav’n claim’d his favourite, and heav’n is e’er 
“© Supreme in juftice, merciful, and right. 


4¢ Celeftial thade! inceflant will T pay 

«* The pious tribute on thy mournful bier, 
« For thee will confecrate the living lay, 

«« For thee pour out the melancholy tears 


«6 Still fhalt my hheart-totain the facred fire, 
_ OF pureft paffion and ingenuous love, 
* Tillheav’n, indulgent to my fond defire, 
& Unites us in the realms of blifs above.” 


Here ceas’d the fwain 5 while fighs abortive rufh’'d 
Tumultuous on his foul, and big diftrefs 
‘Withheld expreffion from his labouring heart. 
And now had night her fable mantle fpread, 
When homeward to his cot the fwain withdrew, 
With mornisg, at the fhrine his forrows to renews 


VERSES | 


-E a9 7 
VERSES 


BY MR, Leme~, ON HIS-BEING JILTED BY A LADY 
A SHORT TIME BEFORE THE INTENDED WED© 
DING Day. 


H— is untike thofe thy laffes 
Whofe hearts are ne’er confefs’d 
To make their lovers blefs’d, 

Till marriage vows are o’er ; 

My H-——’s love their love furpaffes, 
She will, nut wiit for wedding day, 
But hattily declares her “* Nay,’” 

To make me blefs’d before, 


ANOTHER 


ON THE SAME OCCASION. 


* Tshined a punk to get a wife, 

* But when I thought me fix’d for life, 
© Miis jilted me completely; 

“¢ We're forry for you, friend”—‘ Not fo— 

6 *Twas wondrous luck, I’d have you know, © 
* To ’fcape them Hoth fo neatly.” 


PAR As 
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PARAPHRASE 


OF AN ORDER SAID TO HAVE BEEN SENT FROM STe 
JAMES’S, AFTER THE MEETING OF PARLIAMENT? : 
Nov. 1783, TO M¥ LORDS THE BISHOPS, TO 
OMIT THE PRAYER AGAINST AMERICA, 


BY MR: L==-D=—S, 


Onn Royal Will now publith’d to the nation, 
’Tis time We give th’ Almighty information 
Of Our late councils ; therefore, let-him know 
The point’s fo dosbtful now seho’s friend, who fi 
He may fufpend his wrath a month or fo, 

‘Till We (by powers vefted in the Crown) end 
Herein our farther refolution.” 





TowNsSHENDs 


THE 
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THE SCOTCH HUT: 


A POEM? 


ADDRESSED TO EUPHORBUS; OR, THE EARL OF 
THE GROVE.* : 


TO THE EARL OF Cttstsene, 


MY LORD, 
YOUR Lordfhip has defired, that nobody wif 
disfigure with his pen the walls of the Scotch Hut; 
which, it mut be acknowledged, have already fufo 
fered fufficiently in.anothef Way, by the decorations 
beftowed on them. At the inftant of entering this 
curious ‘edifice, I perceived the propriety of your 
Lordfhip’s injunction, from the difpofition which arofe 
in me to offend againft it. Iwithftood, however, the 
temptation, and committed to paper the following 
lines, which might more fitly, perhaps, have been 
written on the boards that gave occafion to them. 
In that cafe they might have added fomething to the 
amufement of travellers, like myfelf, whom chance” 
or pleafure might conduét to that fublime and polifhed 
temple of political flattery ; if they furnith matter of 
more general entertainment in their prefent form, the 


A feat azar Warford, Hertfordthire, formerly belonging to Sir 
Charles Buck, afterwards to Lord Delorainc, and at prefent to the 
Ear of Clarendon. 


readers 
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readers will owe thanks to your Lordihip, rather than 
to me. : 


It cannot be neceffary to make an apology for ad- 
refling you in: the title-page under the appellation of 
Euphorbus. Your Lordfliip is a {cholar, and knows, 
that terms, which convey mean and vulgar ideas in: our 
own tongue, being tranflated, fometimes affume re« 
fpeét and dignity in a dead language. For my own 
part, Uconfefs, that, I fhauld have blufhed to call 
you in plain Englith a faineherd ; but when [ cha- 
ratterife the office in Greex, and ftyle you Euphorbusy 
who can condemn me? [t was anciently, we are told, 
in great credit, and filled by perfons of high rank: 
Eumens, the mafter of the hogs of Ulyffes, is re 
ported to have been of princely extraction ; and a 
great and magnificent Duke, lately appointed to fuf- 
tain a fimilar office in our own country, would hardly 
conteft the point of precedence with him (were he 
now living) but on the ground of the higher nobility 
” of the animals, whom his Grace has the honour to 
fuperintend. Do not be difpleas’d, my Lord, at the 
mention of an ancient courtier, and faithful keeper 
of fwine. He was ahopitable, good old man, and 
was poflefled of many quelities which deferve refpect 5 
however, he may be confidered, in fome particulars, 
as inferior to the Earl of C. For Eumeeus fed the 
hogs of Ulyffes; your Lordfhip feeds your own 5 

and 
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and in that capacity you acknowledge no mafter. The 
old fwineherd of Ithaca is faid to have been defcended 
from one Ctefius, a prince, whofe actions, if they 
were ever famous, have been long forgotten ; but you, 
my Lord, are allied to, and derive your honours from, 
arace that hath entiched the blood of Stuart; a hame 
that cannot die, I detain, I fear, your Lotdthip too 
long. T have the honour to be, with the moft prae 
found refpeét, my Lord, 
Your Lordhhip’s 
Heyoted fervant, 
THE AUTHOR, 
March 1, 1779, 


THE SCOTCH HUT® 


By ss. Andrew, ever dear, 

To George’s and to Scotland’s eary 

By the faith of holy kirk ; : 
By the bonnet, and the dirk ; 


* A thed built by the Earl of C—-at his feat in Hertford. 
Shire, Itisa low, wooden building, of an oblong form, covered 
with thatch, and open at one fide; and it is called the Scotch 
Hot. Within, onthe top, it bears the infignia of Scotland; 
dirk and broadfword, piftol and-target, bonnet and bagpipes, 
Beneath thefe are folded curtains of plaid: plaid is alfo painted, 
and glares on the fide of this Aructure {for it has out one), and at 
rach end. This monument of his Lordthip’s tafle and courtly 
manners, ftands on a quiet green fpot, by a pleafant wood. 


By 
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By the target, battle-proof, 

PiGur’d on this frightful roof; 

By piftol, broad-fword, and the dagger, 
Which made the Laird of Mountains fwagger, 
When he, in love with Borderers’ cattle, 
"Defcended to the hungry battle ; 

By each cheek of mighty bone ; 

By the bagpipe’s pleafing drone ; 

By the plaid that daubs your wall 

By our folly, by our fall ; 

I fwear-~your dis to blame 
Thus to fport witht bngland’s fhame ; 
And with cruelty refin’d, 

Bring each emblem to her mind 

OF the fiend, on couch of thorn, 

To pride of tatter’d bafenefs born : 

The ftarveling fiend with Hydra head, 
In Scotia’s rockey caverns bred ; 

Of ftony heart, and ruthlefs hand, 
‘That ftalks in ruin o’er the land. 


Tho’ yet, my Lord, you love to plan 
Atemple, ora grove for Pan; 
Or tell in Latin, o’er a flye, * 
(Proof of paternal pict) 

* Over an arch-way leading to his Lordthip’s hoggery, is 3 
Latin infeription, commemorative of the day on which his cldef 
fon attained the age of twenty-one years, It begins, “* Wirtuthy, 
 paterna pietas ftatuit.” 


‘What 
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What time the virtues of a fon 
_ Fulfilled the age of twenty-one ; 
Or ruins raife, as trimly neat, 
As Sion’s adametic gate ; 
{A gate we touch not, left we hurt, 
Like gate of pafte-work in defert.) 
Tho’ yet, fecure from hoftile harm, 
You feed your hogs, or tend the farm ; 
Or home-bred gains of fair amount, - 
At eafe on Seat of Druid count; 
On feat of golden profpest, made 
For draidajthatabhoi © Mhade.* 
Truft me, you foon the peft fhall feel, 
That rankles in the general weal ; 
The Scottith peft, that o’er each plain, 
’ Where fmil’d our plenty, fpreads its bane 5 
Shall curfe the hour, when firt you fold 
The vote, that facred vote (for gold) 
Your country gave to guard the caufe 
Of liberty and righteous laws ; 
Shall think, how England in her day 
Of peace, like fummer-boys, who play 
With down of thiftle’s floating hair, 
Blew her profperity in air; 


* On the rife of a hill, in an expbied fituation, are feveral feats 
formed of trees, cut almoft to the ground, which are named the Seats 


ef the Druids, 
Regardlefa 
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Regardlefs of the woes that weep, 

And preach, from Sorrow’s opening deep s 

Deaf to the warning powers, that cry, 

Who killeth, foon herfelf hall die, * 

Then, when you hear (no heart to blefs) 

‘Th’ unpitied voice of her diftrefs ; 

And fee (no helping hand to fave) 

Her glories in their Scottith grave, 

Shall oft invoke, beneath the gloom, 

That fhrouds old Pan ia fhady tomb, $ 

‘The fleep, that ng’er mutt open eye, 

“Till the arch-angel trump on high 

Shall breathé’a blatt~fromheevtn, ‘with dread 
~ That fhall awake and raife the dead. 


_ Mean while, my Lord, if aught you loye 
Yourfelf, your houfe’s fame, remove 
Far from the tread of every foot, 
This fcurvy, loufy, tawdry hut, 


* This admonition may deferve a place by that celebrated adage 
of the great juiticiary, applied by him to the Americans, with fo ge~ 
neral an aftonithment of allmen, “ If wedon’t kill them, they will 
*© Kill us,” and may be no lefs worthy of our attention. 


+ A fimall circular building{ open at the top, and saifed by his 
Lordhhip in a wood, has the name of Pan's Burial-place. It is at 
4 litle diftance from his grove and temple. 


. 


That 
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That leoks more defolate and bare, 
Than hall of famine and defpair ; 
Where filence feems again to fleep, 
As once within the lifelefs deep 
She flept ; ere blithe creation heard 
And rofe at the almighty word: 
Teis a place defpis’d of all, 
Where fnails of fpirit fcorn to crawl ; 
Where fpiders, Englith fpiders, grieve 
The felon web of death to weave, 
By thefe be taught-(on aattire’s plan, 
Reptiles mayteffen weaker man) 
And ftrike from earth this vile difgrace 
To yon, to all of Englith race, 
Woe on the man, who fpreads his fail 
Fall-fwelling to each courtly gale! 
~ Curfe on the wretch, in evil hour, 

Who truckles to each knave of power ! 
Shame on your head, that this retreat 
(Where all the fylvan graces meet 
On verdant lawn, in woody dell ; 
Where humble Truth might love to dwell 
With pure Content, and at his fide 
Simplicity, his charming bride) 
Should be polluted with # tain 
Of adulation’s guilt profane ; 

- | And thew how fervilely devout 
You worthip-at the dhrine of Bute ! 

: Yet 
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Yet, yet, ere foreign foe invade, 
O, purify this peaceful fhade! 


THE OPTIMIST; 
R, SATIRE IN GOOD- -HUMOUR, 


_BY THE SAMEs 


W Vy fhould the man, whofe butter’d bread 
By cleanly hands each morn is fpread 
Who fees much more than he is able 

To ftuff, at dinner on his table ; 

Whofe fupper is 2 conftant treat, 

That gluttony might with to eat ; 

‘Who nightly fome fair Houry choofes, 
Nor finds the party that refufes ? 

Why fhould fuch a man in furious rhymes, 
Attack the follies of the times ? 

In thefe, as well as thofe before ’em, 

Are faults—but pray who fuffer for em ? 
Not rich fatirifts, who brandifh 

Their filver pen o’er filver ftandith ; 

Who need not to the mufe zppeal, . 

To grant her warrant for a meal ; 

Let thofe exclaim Sgainft the goad, 

Who fmart beneath opprefiton’s load 5 

Let thofe ’gainit luxury inveigh, 

Who fcarcely get a meal a day ; : 
But. 
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But why thould I purfue the theme? 
I fwim triamphant down the ftream, 
And turning a deaf ear to reafon, 
Enjoy the follies of the feafon ; 
Methinks, myfelf, ’twere full as good in, 
To hold my tongue, and eat my pudding, 
Yet write I mut—this teeming brain 
No longer can itfelf contain, 
Nor that I reft my troubled head, 


Till it-be fafely brought to bed. 6 
Befides, who wou’d.not wtite? What nature. 
Exif'd¥o indifpoted to fatire, 


As not to wafte a little rage, 
On this abominable age? 
When Icarning, honefty, and merit, 
Love of our country, public fpirit, 
Virtue, fobriety, frugality, 
Religion, chaftity, morality, 
The precious value of our time, 
And divers other words that rhyme, 
Are banifh’d from the earth--what then ? 
Will writing bring ’em back again? 
aa 
Haply thefe gentry once appear'd, 
Ere mafter Jovey had a bhard; 
When Juno wae-a little virgin, 
Nr felt that certain fomething urging ; 
Ere Vulcan of his rib was jealous, 
Whe for the fpcar forfook the bellows ; 
ood Exe 


¥ 
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Fire Tris-with a cloud bedeck’d her, 

"To ferve the heav’oly fynods nectar - 

In fhort, ere churches had a ftceple, 

Or this fame world was fill’d with people 3 
For when good folk were taught to pray, 
"That all their faults might pafs away, 
‘They thought it was a matter civil, 

Firft to commit a little evil. 

"Thus fin came ; and from this begmning, 
wh great has been th’ increafe of finnimg, 
That the whole cargo long ago 

Shipp’d off, and are forgotten nowe 

Let none with fictions heat their fancies 
Lefs probable than French romances 5 
That now imsdeed all things are evil, 

Done by mahdanms of the de¥il ; 

But that there was a time of old, 

‘When men were form’d of different mould ; 
When all was good, and all was fairy ¢ 
When peccadillos light as air, 

Such as adult’ry, murder, rapine, 

Wou'd fet th’ aftonifh’d world a gaping 
“Indeed thefe times, were they requir’d 

To find in ftory, they’d be tind; 
Search all the records of the clan 

That liv’d *twix Beerfheba and Dan 5 
Met Gracia’s fenfe, and Agypt’s knowledge, 
‘Chaldea’s aftrologic college, 

» And 
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And China’s annals of old times, 
Point out the periods and the climes}: 
When Theft, Ingratitude, Fraud, Treafon, 
Revenge and Luft were out of feafon. 
Ev’n maiter Jove, arrived at grown-age, 
Kick’d off the virtues of his nonage ; 
And men have follow’d the example 
Of his, their parent’s, goodly fample ; 
Ages before thefe times have trod - 
Hell’s highway to a beaten road ; 
And finn’d, as wfuals without: -ceafing, 
Neither abeting nvr efftreafing 
Unlefs the current of the times 
Set more to follies than to crimes. 


Here, did I metaphyfics love, 
"Twou’d not be difficult to prove 
A little evil neceffary, 
Among the caufes fecondary. 
And Optimitts, this once confefs’d, 
Will urge that all is for the beft ;- 
And thew, that in a partial Jight, 
Things feeming wrong, may yet be right, 


When fair Almeria ftriveg to paint 
A fign, where heav’n had form’d a faints 
find where we fear’d to meet a Venus, 
Kindly obirudes a matk between us ; ; 
Void: When 
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‘sVhen Caroline a bloom difclofes, 
AVhich nature never gave to rofes, 
Yet fhuns its beauties to impart, 
And emulates her fifter’s art 5 
Say, is not this a deed defign’d, 
Jn pure compatfion to mankind? 


‘When all her former beauties grace 
The fair remains of Grofvenor’s face, - 
And #ttificial charms infpire 
The wanted glance of foft defire 5 
Say, when the ogles all the fees, 

Why reprehend her wifh to pleafe ? 


If gayeft Say ard Sele advance, : 
The foremoft in the fprightly dance 5 
Jf fhe a load of finery bear, 
That prudent girls might blufh to wear; 
Sha!l Scandal exercife her tongue ? 
Who ftrength and fpirits have, are young» 


_ When Georgcy, with unmeaning air 
Gallops the flcccts, as people ftare ; 
-And while his dang'ing arms hang idle, 
Leaves to thy beafl the care o’th’ bridle, 
Does uct cach day’s expevience fhew, ~ 
Lic trufis the wifer of the two? 


Whetr 
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Wheri he, committed to whofe trutt is 

This trading city’s thop- of juftice, * 

In pity to their nightly labours, : 

OPerlook’d the condu€ of his neighbours ; 

But kenn’d from far, with eagle’s eye, 

‘That Hayes kept evil company: 

»Twas not, that thefe had duly paid" 

‘The tribute of their little trade, 

While Charlotte, trufting'in her purie, 

Refus’d the needful to difburfe ; 

O! be fuch groundlefs fcandal blotted 

From the fair paper it has {potted ! 

No :—bhe difcern’d that‘Charlotte’s fair 

Languifh’d for eafe, had trade to fpare ; 

And therefore he to Bridewell fenssilam ; 

With four days fabbath to content»em ; 

While Vother more unlucky nett, 

“With’d for encreafe of trade, not reft. 

When Charles, whofe youth was feen to fhower 

"Its blofloms, like an April dower, 

Exuberant before its time, 

Yet glorying in its fulleft prime; 

Whofe riper years were form’d to raife ~ 

At once our wender and our praife ; 

With foul enlarg’d, enlighter’d mind, 

Prompt eloquence, wit unceafin’d, 

Forfaking glory’s opening fource, 

Dwelt on the dice-box, and the courfes 


And 
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And form’d his country to adorn, 
Became the obje& of its fcorn 5 
He faw, upon repeated trial, 
(Match if you can his felf-denial) - ; 
"That houfwife Nature’s frugal plat: . 
Meant not a perfect ftate for man ; 
He faw, and fcorn’d to give offence 
By well-deferv’d pre-eminence ; 
Debas’d the luftre of his fame, 
And feak into a vulgar name, - 


“When the afpiring city lady, 
Fine as a pewter’d queen on. May-day, 
Shews to malevolent beholders, 
The coft of pringhs on her fhoulders ; 
What then ? ByWér profufion fed, 
A thoufand hands earn daily bread ; 
And who by other’s folly lives, 
May juflly fuffer for his wife’s. 


When Bofwell—in that facred name 
Can fatire find a theme to blame ? 
Her perfe&form, her gen’rous mind, 
With mildeft purity combin’d, 
Might well difarm its keeneft rage, 
And blanch he blacknel: of the age 5 
‘Whigp the receives the coxcomb’s leer, as 
Nor ftaris tho’ Molyneux be near ; 

She 
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She fhews, againft her inclination, 
‘That prudence mut comply with fathion. 


When all the nobles of the land, 
Colleéted in a midnight band, 
With well-digetted obfervations, 
Talk of long odds, inftead of nations: 
And wifely ftealing from the cares 
Of dry, political: affairs, 
With fix’d attention feek for fame in 
That prefent noble bus ’nefs, gaming. 
O, make not of their soils a jet! 
The path they’ve chofen is the bette 
‘The real welfare of a nation 
Arifes from quick circulation ; 
And furely ’tis the quickeft trada 
Where thoufands in an hour are paid. 


When college pedants, ere it ope, 
Check the gay bloom of fprightly hope ; 
When Wetherel, Scott, and twenty others, 
Like as one puppy to its brothers, 
(Methinks, could I put biind in metregs 
*Twould make my puppies much completery 
Nip with cold laws, and maxims crude, 
The feeds of virtue in the wud: 
Villains, a fatirift might cry, 
Ye ftrive to cherifh infamy, 

N3 And 
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And teach the youth, to feeling callougs 
To merit, tho’ not reach the gallows ; 
Not fo fay 1——their wifdom fhines 
Alike in this and all defigns 5 ~ 
From trie experience, well they know 
Th’ advantage of a cringing bow; ee 
While this in chair hiftoric fattens, 
That in fnug ftall fupinely bateens 3 
And Solomon faid long ago, 
Bend ‘pliant twigs as they ftould:- grow» 
Then wherefore not improve the plan, 
Andere the beard proclaim the man, 
Complete a liberal education,- 
Ry rooting out each liberal paffion ? 

But thatI fear’dto give a handle 
To every tongue tat deals in fcandal, 
And raife intolerable clatter, 
T thould difcufs a weightier matter, — 
Shew shat the blackett of all crimes, 
Turns’on the temper of the times + 
And prove that, better underflood, 
They formerly conduc’d tu good, 
Who thinks Bimfelf oblig’d to vapour, 
Becaufe he lights his neighbour’s taper? 
Indeed he gives his neighSour light, 
But his own fire remains a: bright; 
So moft men have a certain treafure, 
Which knows no boundaries or meafure ; - 
: Apply 
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Apply it to perpetual ufe, 
Tis always like the widow’s cruife 5 
‘Nay, farther yet, its folé enjoyment 
Lies in the ation of employment, 
(For ’tis a being fenfitive, 
That kind of property term’d live) 
Aad yet. we ftrive with bolts, with guard, 
This treafure from all hands to ward; 
Make it the bufinefs of our lives, 
‘To keep our neighbours from our wives ; 
And fhould the fair ones chance to ftumbley 
(Women, tke :niens-are prone Jo:tumble) 
Think we've afight'to red’ the thy, 
Eternal wifdom to defy, 
To fill the earth, the feas, the air, 
. With execrations of defpaig, 
‘Vow vengeance on the wretch mifdoing, 
As well as him who caus’d her ruin ; 
Whereas we ought to thank our neighbour, 
For aiding in our nightly labour, 


And this from wifer obfervation 
Full many a lefs polith’d nation 
(Where cuckoldom a better trade is, 
And more indulgence giv’n to ladies) 
Has done. Friend Prior names the ftrand, 
On which when fafting fajfors land, 
‘the natives briag their women to ’em, 
And thank them for the good they do ’em 5 

: N4 Well 
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‘Well knowing, not to mince the matter, 
‘Woman to be of rav’nous nature, 
But thefe are people known to no man——— 
‘Weigh then the manners of the Roman ; 
Cito, whom Latin bards and Greek: _ 
Have prais’d, till language is too weak, 
In mere compaffion to his friend, 
Begy’d leave his wife to recommend, 
Knothing Hortenfius much to need her, 
As being an efpecial breeders. 
Who having footh’d his amorous pain, 
Return’d the fair one back again, 


Augouftus, of that-name th@der, 
- ‘Took his friend’s wife with Hans in Kelder; 
And well content-~with what he’d gotten, 
Regarded not who fet the pot on, 


Sulpicius too, in lines befitting 
The dbleful caufe, to Tully written, 
Obferves that haplefs Tutlia tried 
Three vig’rous bufbands ere the died.* 


Then why fhould we refute our vittle, 
If fome warm nymph think one too little # 
In thefe degenerate daysgfure no man 
Deems himfelf fiouter thaf\a Roman, | 


* Vide Olivet’s Cicero, tam. vil. p. 10g. - 
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Why thould we execrate her name, 

And blaft the fair-one’s opening fame x - 
Leave her, tho’ gen’rous, tender, wifey 
Amark for ideots to defpife ; 

For one moft natural offence, 

Be deaf to heart-felt penitence; 

And think an- age of forrow will not. 
Atone an injury we feel not ? 

Til-fated Bunbury! thy name 

Shall be thy country’s lafting fhame! 
Shalt thou, for one falfe ftep alone 
{Thy ptovocatieds kiown-to pone). 
Shalt thon, enfighten’a, genérous, kind, 
The model of a femgd mind ; 

Shalt thou, enrich’d with ev’ry grace,, 

Fit fcion of thy royal race ; 

Shalt thou, and none defend thee, bear 
The unimpaffion’d madam’s fneer, 

Who free from onc offence alone, 

Sticks not at any crime but one? 

And fhail a life to forrows given, 

And ev’ry virtue under heav’n, 

Which felf-renouncing fathers teach, 
Which hermits tried, but cou’d not reach 3 
Shall not this life at length affuage 

Th’ envenom’d rancour of the age, 

And give, yet purer fro“i the flain,. 
‘Tts Banbury to fame again ? 


Nes My 
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My worthy friends (I {peak to thofe 
Who feel a fomething on their brows) 
If rage your generous fouls inflame, 

Be not deluded by a name, 

“Nor lofe yourfelves in foolifh paifion, 
Becaufe warm livers are in fafhion. 
Why fhou’d.you make a fufs about it > 
You're as well with it, as without it. 
Ne’er was that thing, which erime we call, 
Whofe confequences are fo ‘{mali. 
From your abundance, hurts it you, 
¥ others glean a little too? 

*Tis time, in juftice, to take huff, 
When medlers have not left Bagh. 


Here my defign might | travel farther, 
And prove that there’s no harm ia murther, 
But ’tis too much for young beginners, 
And haply might encourage fiuners ; 
Moreover, when I calk’d of hemp, or 
Gallows, perchance ‘would f{poil my temper, 
And thefe lines, without bite or tumour, 
Are penn’d by Satire in Good-Humour, . 


THE 
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THE ABODE OF GENIUS. 
A FABLE 
ADDRESSED TO THE REVEREND MR. JENNERY 
BY ELIZABETH.LADY¥ CRAVEN,IN THE PEAT} 
STR John Rupee fro India fails, 


Richer than any king of Walee.* 
Enormous diamonds, pearls untold, 


“With many a pound of powder’d gold, 


Enrich his ftore; here, painted glafs ; 

There, muflins lay; a sweighty mafs! 

Befides, of many cariaagethings, 

Fit only for the ufe of kings. 

‘With heavy ballots, great and fmall, 

But he, the heavieft of them all, 

Look’d up, and finil’d, with felf-applaufe, 

*« Tis well the Nabobs have no laws ; ° 

*« Soon fhall thefe fhining trifles bear. 

“© A Whifper to my fov’reign’s ear, : 
“That John Rupee would be a peer. 

‘ Thefe too fhall bring me cooks from France, 
ee Phefe too fhall teach me how to dance, 


* The Jate Sir W, W, Wynn w7 reckoned by the Welch the 
. A fimple Wofhinan faid, wen Cot Almity 
F Watcs would b: chofe Cot A'mi> ye . 


NG :  Thefe 


riche man lei 
vas tet, hur hing 








‘[ 282 7 
« Thefe too”——mutt yield in this fame hour, 
Cries Death, to my fuperior power. 
For while the Knight !aid out his wealth 
Jn projeéts to deftroy his health, 
~" Death foon, in habit apopleétic, . 
Took care the Knight thould not be teft fick, 
And thus his grand defigns were foil’d— 
By Death were fpoiters ever fpoil’dt 
An heir, the only one he had, 
Jn circumftances rather: 
Was felling, at a eouritry fair, ~ 
‘Tape, candles, fnuff, and fuch-like ware >. 
When the glad tidings reachiabhis ears,. 
"Tim colours, hems, and ’rowmd"him ftares,. 
Cried, “ bet—our Bet, what muit we do 
«* With all thefe things, fur I don’t know ?” 
«* Why, law,” the anfwered, ‘* there’s the vicap, 
¢ Wull tell us for a drap of lequor.” 
« No, no,” fays Tim, ‘+ I underftand 
¢ That had I Genius at command” — 
“¢ Why, fetch him then, you forry elf ;” 
‘s¢ That’s right,” fays Tim, “ V’ll go myfelf.” 
The flory runs, that France and Spain 
Sent Tim, fans Genius, home again. 
And there a friend, one lucky day, 
Advis’d bim quite another way: 
* Go north,” he cries, ‘* the air is keen x 
* Andclear, where Genius may be feen.” 


Now 
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Now Tim and Bet, in hack poft-chaife, 
Set out for Scotland in two days ; 
Refolv’d to.travel day and night, ; 
‘Fo find this. Genius, clever fpright ! f } 
Who was to fet all matters right. i 
Without one broken wheel or bone, . 
From Kent to. Coventry, jog on 
The clumfy paies’ but Fortune’s fmile,. 
Which can far wifer-heads beguile, 
There quickly chang’d it to-a frown, 
As they, their horfes at the Crown. 
”Twas Sunday; and the boys ne’er fail,. 
To keep the Sabbath ftrick—with ale. 
Ah! lucklefs matin Warwickthire, 
Whofe lot is to be driven by Beer. * 
(Says Prudence, whifp’ring in my ear,. 
And doft thou not, gay trifler, fear 
Thy. mufe fo weak, fo young, fhould now, 
Be ftuck, or {mother’d.in.a flough ? 
Pfhaw ; prithee friend, I cry, begone, 
And let me with my. tale have done.) 
‘The roads were bad, the ways were deep, 
Both Bet and Tim were fait afleep, 
Night long had taken place of day,. 
The driver long had lof his way, 
When fome mot aukward bank or ditch, 
*Twas dark, and fo they knew not which, 


* A poftillion’s name in Coventry. 
Overturn’é 
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O’erturn’d the feepers in the dirt, 
‘Fhe chaife was broke, but they not hurt, 
Soon ferambl’d out, but where to go 
‘Fhey could not think, they-did not know ; 
Bet cried, becaufe the could not fee; 
Tim foon crept half way up a tree, 
From whence a glimm’ting light he fpied.; 
Sure, that’s a houfe, our Bet, he cried; 
Then arm in arm they walk together, 
To feek a thelter from the-weatheg:s: 
Some fifty yards they go—atid find 
A finall brick houfe, a wood behind, 
A field before, a garden gate, 
Secur’d with care, for now twas Tate : 
They calla female voice replies—who’s there > 
With ftick and lantern then draws near, 
And lets the trembling travellers in-: 
My matter, Sir, is not within, 
Says Mrs. Mary, for ’twas fhe, 
A houfe-keeper of fifty-three. 
Quickly their downfal they recite, 
** Oh dear ! you muft fleep here to night,” 
Adds Mrs. Mary ;. walk in here ; 
Then feaves them, and with friendly care, 
Returns with ham, cold chigken, cheefe, 
And any wine that you flall pleafe. 
Now round the room with fcorn Tim gaz’d, 
High on a defk was maic rais’d, 

: - Hex 
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Tere books in bufy chaos laid, 
And there fome poems lately made s: 
Wich thefe, an inkhorn and a fiddle; 
An half writ eclogue,, anda riddle, 
No ftucco, glafs, nor gilding feen,. 
But all was plain, and neat,,and clean. 
Tim fwore at all delays, but eat, 
While Bet fat grumbling o’er her meat : 
“* ?Twas hard they were no farther got ¢ 
“ To be detain’d too in a cot, 
** Where Genius never fhew’d his face,, 
«Twas fure a mortal cruel cafe! _ 
“« Why may be, Tim, we may not get ° 
“ To Mr. Genius’ three days yet ; 
** T wonder where this Genius is, 

“ Will he be yours, or you be his ?”* 
‘When Io! a voice, fweet, fhrill, and clear, . 
Cries—‘* who wants Genius? I am here :” 
They flare, amaz’d—where—where—w phy here, 

Laid fnug in Jenner’s elbow chair 


THE FALSE ALARM; A Tare, 

, ADDRESSED ae THE RIGHT HONOURABLE. 
“LaDy CRAVEN, . 
BY MR. JENNER,’ 

Curt on Venus? breaft-one day, 

Lay fighing as his hea: t would breaks 3. 
The goddefs kifs’d his tears away: 

‘* What ails my lovely Cupid, fpeak ? 

“ Alas, 
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+ Alas, mama! we’re both undone! 

© Both, both undone!” the urchin cry’ds 
Nay, frown not on your weeping fon, 

s¢ J have moft reafon now to chide. 


© °Tis you alone, my dear mama, 

«Have been the canfe of all this ftrife ;. 
* Why would you vex my grandpapa, 

“¢ And get the apple from his wife ? 


* ‘You know fhe’ll alwavadhave her'way, 
¢ Prouder than any earerily p: uice 5 
* Never has fhe forgot that da, 
«* Nor ever curtfy’d to you fince. 


As for her hufband, you well know,. 
«+ She leads him an ungodlike life, 
Like many an horeft man below,, 
«© He muft not contradié his wife. ~ 


“ Well, what’s the matter ?” Venus cries, 
And {miler upon her darling fon ; 
4g Come, tell me, child, and wipe your eyes, 
#6 What have this doughty couple done ? 


‘¢ Come, what’s the caufe of all this rout iis 
«© ©! dear mama! we may go play, 
*¢ For as you live, we’re bé“h turn’d out, 


«© Or have refign’d, as mortals fay. 
« Another 
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& Another Venus come to town,” 

| “ Another Venus !* Y «Yes, indeed 5 

_ * Witha fweet Cupid of her own: : 
“ Thad it all from Ganymede. _ 








» eoibhke wel 


“4 -Whiltt Pallas nine old maid . 
“* Co y hearts as we, 

** You well could form the face and airs 

_» But, lack-a-day! for fenfe and wit, ea ed 
** You had not niuch yourfelf to {pares > 





b 
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© Granted, indeed, as’twas but fit, 


** He forms a Venus of his ownyg, = 
“ And that fhe might with eafe fu 
* Sends her, before the thing was kno ‘ 
“ To boarding-fchool on Mount Paieafoace 3 
| *¢ Phoebus has log ow’d me a fpite; 
2 “You know we had a foolifh quartel, ae 
~ S* Becaufe Mifs Daphnd, in her fright, eee) 
*¢ Would needs, forfooth, become a laurel, _ 
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* So, in revenge for this old grudge, 
“* He and bis tuneful fing fong crew, 
** I'm told by thofe who well can judge, 
“* Soon taught her ev’ry thing they knew. 


‘“* Thus arm’d with beauty, wit, and fenfe; 
‘* Jove thinks fhe can have nought to fear, 
‘* How thould weak mortals make defence, 
‘* Affaulted both by eye and ear? 


© JF faw them walking Spark; 
* And if the truth I meeds mutt teil, 
“* The lady and her little {park 
** Both did their bufinefs mighty well.’?. ” 


‘Venus, tho’ piqu’d at the affront, 
Could prefently the fecwet read ; 

‘* Pooh, child, fays fhe,” my life upon’t, 
‘¢ This is fome trick of Ganymede, 


** T thought by this you knew his trade, 
‘* Have you forgot how in a trice, 
at When you and he at hazard play’d, 
‘* He won your all with loaded uice ? 


“4. And can you now believe his tales, 
** Orthink, fo much as I and you know, 
“66 Jove would not fooner eat his nails, 
“* Than break with us, to humour Juno ? 
¢ Indeed, 
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* Tadeed, my child, you're fairly bit 5 
“ This fibbing, faucy, little pug, 
* Has learnt the filly piece of wit, 
** That mortal puppies call hum-bug.s 


* But T hall teach the little elf, : 
© To keep his tongue within his teeth ;* 
46 Nay, now, mama, judge for yourfelf,* 
Cries Cupid, almoft out of breath, 


“« For there they come, 1 fee them now 3 
' “ See with what grace the moves along? 
_ % Teannot, I proteit and vow, 
$* Think yet what Gany’s told me wrong,” 


The goddefs fmil’d—-‘* Are thofe,” faid the, 

“¢ The two by whem we’re both undone? 

- “Lord, child ! when avill you learn to fee > 
s+ That’s Craven and her little fon, 


*¢ Our empire much on her depends, 

** She’s the beft friend we have on earths 
“© Pallas and I, tho’ feldom friends, 

** Agreed to fhare her at her-birth. 


“€ And tho’ that Gany talks fuch ftuff, 

“* There’s no believing what he fays ; 

“¢ Yet troth the urchin’s right enough . 

“« In all he told you of her praife,” .. 
cupid. 
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Cupid look’d queer, and thought it odd, 
Not that the faét could be difputed, 
But, like a man, the little god, 
Did not much like to be confuted. 


* ‘Well, well,” cries he, ‘ you may be bit, 
“ [’'m not fo blind, but I can {py, 

* She’s all your beauty, all your wit, 
** And he more winning tricks than 1,” 


[The following anéifaid to td —tten by Mr. Witxre, end were 
fent to us after the former afcribed co that gentleman in ovt 
Third Volume were printed.} 


TO MISS WILKES, ON HER BIRTH-DAY, 
avcust 16, 1777. 


"THE noble gift you could receive, 
The noblett gift this day I’d give ; 

A father’s heart I would beftow, 

But that you ftole it long ago, 


ON Exiza’s RETIRING TO HAMy 


BY THE SAME, 


AH! fatal groves, fad Echo cries, 
You're fair Eliza’s choice, 
‘The dying fwains accufe her eyes, 


The nightingales her voice. 
A WELE 
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A WELL KNOWN THEATRICAL CHARACTER, LATES 
BY DECEASED. 


BY THE SAMEe 
LITTLE his body, bat much lefs his foul, 
All things by halves, but nothing in the whole ; 
He comes prepar’d by nature and by art, 
With half ahead, but not quitd half a heart: 
Half cowardice, half courage to difpenfe, 
Half modefty, half pride, half wit, half fenfe. 


EPITAPH QN LADY VARS LAP-poG VENY, AT 
THE TIME OF THE BUBLICATION OF HER ME= 
MOIRS IN PEREGRINE PICKLE, UNDER THE 
NAME. OF LADY FRAILe 


BY THE SAMEe 


AIT thieves I bark’d, at lovers wage’d my tail, 
And thus I pleas’d both lord and lady Frail. 


LOVE AND WINE, A Carcn 
BY THE SAME 
Tuy altar, gen’rous god of wine, 
A votary leaves for Silvia’s fhrine ; 
But fhould my Silvia faithlefs prove, 
For thee I'l] quit the god of love; 
Thy neétar thal! my cares difpel, 
Thy wit on all her faults thall dwell : 
Eove’s myrtle torn, freth ivy wreathes I'll twine 
To deck the brows of the gay god of wine, 
ow 
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ON THE MINIATURE OF MISS WILKESs. 


By. THE SAME. 


THE beautiful and foft outline 
Goflet correétly may defign, 

And with unerring pencil trace 
Maria’s faultlefs form and | face 5 

But to no mortal it is given, 
Prometheus like, to fteal from heav’n, 
"The piercing lightning of the tkies, 
Or match the luftre of her epee: 


AN EPITAPH ON A CELEBRATED PRIME MINISTERs 
BY THE SAME. 


INFAMLE facrum 
Hic fitus eft, 
Robertus Walpole, comes Orfordie, 
Qui fummo cum confilio, & nefanda improbitate, 
Patriam in maximo habens odio, & abe 
jure exofus, 
Ted corruptela fifus, 

(Numen quod unicum coluit) 
Servitutem firmiffimam, & mores petlimos, 
Omnigen’ expulfa pietate, 

Pro virili infituere conatus et. 


Talem vixifle, &fenem mori, ne mireris, loctor 5 
Socios 
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Socios rouximos habuit, 
Fratrem Horatium, Gocem Novocas trenfem, 
Et omnes reipublice hoftes, 
Privatos etiam et publicose 
Nefas ef addere, 
Cafarem etiam & Senatum. 


THE THANE CF BUTE, 


INSTALLED KNIGHT OF THE GARTBR AT WIND~ 
SOR IN SEPTEMBER 1762, THE MONTH AFTER 
LORD ALBEMARLE TOOK THE HAVANMAH. 


A NEW SONG, 
BY THE SAME, 


1 


You may fing of Wiil Pitt, or my lord Albemarle, 
"You may teat your old friend, or your favourite girl 5 
But my themea!l your praifes will equally fuic, 
And who fhould it be but John earl of Bute. 
Derry down, 
Tl, 
With manners unform’d, and with language un- 
couth, 
The rude north he deferted, to polifh the fouth ; 
His lov’d bagpipes he left, and began on his flute, 
And aP— foon yielded to john earl of Bute. 
Derry down. 
Vou. I. N IIL Not , 
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i. 
Not melodious his note, nor his voice feet or clear, 
And rather offended her fine delicate ear; 
But his full proper flops pleafed, tho’ he ftood mute, 
And the dear melting thrills of this John earl of Bute. 
Derry down’ 
Iv. 
Idle talk he left off for plain matter of fact, 
And at CHerden’slov'd plays oft reach’d the fifth a&s | 
Though he {poke ne’er a word, like wife Glynn he'd 
confute, 
And inward convidtion follow’d John earl of Bute. 
Derry down 
Vv. 
"Fo be knight of great Edward’s blue ribband and 
ftar, 
Oft beyond the fair’s garter this bold Scot pufh'd far, 
A tance fo upright went well couch’d to the root, 
And won England’s fam’d trophies for John earl of 


Bute, Derry down, 
VI. 
The King gives but one, like his countryman 

Chartres, 

All England to hang him wou’d part with both gars 
ters 

And good Lord! how the people would laugh and 
wou'd hoot, 


Cou’d they once fet a fwinging this John earl of Bute. 
Derry down. 
THE 
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THE: WREATH OF FASHION; 
OR, THE 
ART OF SENTIMENTAL POETRY. 


om Demetri, teq. Tigelliy 
Difcipulssum inter jubeo plorare cathedrase Hor. 


BY RICHARD TICKELL, BsQ: 


Tue following lines were occafioned by the 
Author’s having lately ftudied, with infinite atten 
tion, feveral fathionable productions in the Sentie 
mental ityle; in moft of which, a mifapplication, 
not a defect, of talents feems to have betrayed their 
Authors into fome degree of falfe tafle, For exa 
ample—A noble Author who has given mot. decifive 
proofs of talent and judgment, by his Qde on the 
death of Mr. Gray, and bis Tranflation of Danté ; 
has latcly thought ft to pubtith two Odes on the 
death of—his Lordthip’s Spaniel. : 

But the reigning fafhion in modern poefy is Senti- 
mental Panegyric on Married Beauties, This ap- 
pears in a thoufand various Shapes; from Bouts 
Rhimeés on the wou'd-bf Sappho of Bath, up to 


Doggerel Epifties to the lovely Amoret, 
” In 
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In attempting to ridicule this modith folly, it is 
{carcely neceflary to apologize to the feveral Perfon- 
ages -f the Sentimentai tr.in, for introducing theif 
names. When a — oet announces himfelf, and pubs 
licl; wears bis Leureis, he is lawful game for the 
Critics; whether his works come from the Prefs, ors 
according to Sir Benjamin Backbite’s fyftem, <¢ cir- 
6¢ culate in Maxxfeript.”” Befides, to canvafs the 
flighter imperfections, either of ftyle or of condud, 
feems to be the sim’: of poetical cenfure. It is only 
the defperate Satyrift, whofe envenomed pen firikes 
at the charaéter and honour of Individuals, that per- 
verts and difgraces Poetry.—Such afperfions, if well 
founded, are too grofs for the tribunal of the Mufes 5 
and (as is generally the cafe) they are utterly 
falfe, they recoil not only on the Author, but on the 
very art itfelf, which can {0 cafily be perverted to fa 
bad a purpofe.—But who can be hurt by a Critique 
on his Charades and Rebuffes ?—n imputation of 

’ ff Talte may not be very pleafant, but it never 
can ferioufly cffend Men of fenfe and good breeding : 
Both which qustities, as the Author agrees with al} 
the world in acknowledging his Perfonages to poflefe 
in the highelt degree, fo he requefts that uct only 
they, but the few others who may happen to read 
his Poem, will acquit him of any intention to give the 
flighteft offence. 


THE 
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HE WREATH OF FASHION. 


WHEN firft the Mufe recorded Beauty’s praife. 
In glowing numbers, and enraptur’d lays, 

Sweet Wiis the Poet’s fong ; undedk’d by art; 
For Love was Nature, and his theme the Heart. 
At Beauty's fhrine how brightly Genius glow’d! 
There, her wild wreaths luxuriant fancy ftrew’d ; 
Whote flowrets, wak’d by Love’s enliv’ning ray, 
Scatter’d with native fweets the‘artlets lay. 

Such were the firsins th? enamour’d Ovid fung; 
Such the fond lays that flow’d from Prior’s tongue ? 
Nor of its beft reward was verfe beguil’d, 

When Julia own’d its pow’r, and Chive {mil’d. 


Far other lays denote the modern Bard— 
Nor love his theme-—nor Beauty his reward : 
His temp’rate verfe a gentler homage pays, 
And fighs ferenely for unfeeling praife. 


This purer tafte, this philofophic art, 
(If thou, O Sentiment! thy aid impart) 
The Mufe fhall fing—attend ye glite’ring train 
OF fighing Beaux, nor {corn the votive ftrain ; 
Tho’ harfh the verfe, tho’ rude the uupolifh’d lay, 
Soft is the tender fcicpee they difplay. 


Vox, I, oO Firf, 
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Firft, for true grounds of Sentimental lore, 
The fcenes of modern Comedy explore? 
Dramatic Homilies! devout and fage, 
Stor’d with wife maxims, “ both for youth amt 
*© age.” 
Maxims, that {corning their eld homely dR, 
Shift from plain proverbs to {pruce fentences. 
But chief let Cumberland thy Mufe direct : 
High Prieft of all the Tragic-comic fett ! 
Mid darts and flames his Lover cooly waits 5 
Calm asa Hero, cas’d in Hartley's plates; 
rill dathp’d, and chill’d, by fentimental fighs, 
Each ftifled paffion in a vapour dies, 


Hence form thy tafte, hence flrew thy temp’rate 
lays 
‘With moral raptures, and fententious praife, 


Thus fkill’d, with critic care, thy fubject choofe ; 
A kindred theme, congenial to thy Mufe. 
*No giddy Nyinph, of youth and beauty vain, 
But fome fair Stoic, link’d in Hymen’s chain: 
Serene and cold; by wife Indiff’rence led 
Toarich Title, and a—fep’rate bed. 
Now, fick of vanity, with grandeur cloy’d, 
She leans on Sentiment, to footh the void : 
Deep in Rouffeau, her pureg thoughts approve 
The Metaphyfies of Platonic Love. 

Thing 


F299 J 
‘Thine be the tatk, with quaint, fantaftic phrafe, 
To variegfte her unimpaffion'd praife, 


‘Poetic Compliments from Sonnets culine 
Harmonious quibbles, logically dull £ 
True tétheir age of Paradox, they chime 
Problems iin verle, and fophiftry in rhyme-a 
Yet, thro’ thefe fymbecks Cowley’s patient Mufe 
From mimic fighs diftill’d Cattalian dews ; 
So Spencer toil’d, to {oth the Royal Maid; 
So haplefs Petrarch wept his Laura's thade, 


But hence, tame Precept !—Iet example lead 
The modifh Poet to his glorious mecd : 
Hafte, to the radiant thrine of Fafhion, hafte ! 
There, form thy genius, there, corté& thy taite, 


And lo! the glitt’ring Altar itands confett a 
Loofe o’er the Goddeds floats her motley vet 
As Flora, gay,——as Tris, wildly bright, 

Its varying luftre ftrikes the dazzled fight. 
Here, Vanity, with flow’rs and feathers crown’d, 
Sports with the Seafons thro? their airy round, 
Here, fpurions Art and mimic Science pour 
Whims of a day, and theories of an hour, 

~ The Goddefs fmiles ; for, lo! even Poetesgrace 
Her local charms, her emporary graceee 


O2 Above 
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Above the refty how fondly the regards 
Hier fav’rite train, the Sentimental’ Bards! 


On a fpruce pedettal of Wedgevcod aware, 
AWhere motley forms, and tawdry emblents glare, 
Behold fhe confecrates to cold applaufe, 

A Petrefaction, work’d into a Vaje: 

The Vafe of Sentiment !—to this impart 

‘Thy kindred coldnefs, and congenial art, 

Here, (as in humbler fcenes, from Cards and Gout, 
‘The Mufe-rid Millar gleans her learned Rout) 
With votive fong, and tributary verse, 

Fafhion’s gay train her gentle rites rehearfe. 

‘What foft poetic incenfe breathes around! 

What foothing hymas from Adulation found ! 


When Fathion calls, ‘can Carlifle be away ? 
For her ev’n Carlifle breathes a random lay ; 
Not with the praife of youthful Friendfhip fir’d 5 
Wot with the glow of Danté’s Mufe infpir’d: 
A fofter lay, a gentler tribute’s paid ; 
"The aft fad requiem to a—Spaniel’s fhade 1--— 
Here.too Fitzpatrick waits fome lucky hit s 
. For, ftill the flave of Chance, he brows at wit. 
While Towa/bend his pathetic bow difplays, 
And Praeely Boorbly filent homage pays. 


See Page 37. 
: Falfe 
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Falfe to each fav’ring Mufe, the ele& of Phebus * 
Here {tring Charades, or fabricate a Rebus. 
With G5 of wit, and mutilated lays, 

Here Palmerfion fineers his Bouts Rhimes. 

Midgraves whofe Mufe nor winds nor waves con¥ 
troul,- 

Here bravely peris Acroftics-on the Pole: 

Warms with poetic fire the Northern air, 

And fooths with tuneful taptures—zhe great Bear ;' 

So when the rebel-winds on Neptune fell, 

‘They funk to reft, at found of Triton’s thell.: 


“Tf Placeamn thus poetic honours prize, 
“ Shall I be mute?” (the laureat W2itebead cries.) 
‘« What if fome rival Bard my empire fhare ! 
™ Yet, yet, 1 tremble at the name.ef Clare. 
‘© Pindar to Clare had yielded—fo did I— 
‘© Alas, can Poetry with Poplin vie! 


‘ Whoever has read his Lordfhip’s verfes, prefented to her! 
Majefy, with a gift of Trio Poplin, and that too on a New Year's’ 
B.y, will not wonder-at the jeatoufy and apprehention the Lauregt 
expreffes of fo formidable a rivat—The reculleGtion of the Poplin” 
leads to a digreffion, in the Pindaric ftile of all.Laureats, on the 
fatal confequences that might foflow from eftablifhing Lord Clare's: 
method of tacking a prefent to every Poem-=but the Laureat re= 
eovers his fpirits, by thinking of the last produdtiog of his own. 
Mufe—the Goat's Beard—fpun from ten liaes of Piigedrus, to Four’ 
Hundred of Whitehead, aya 

f °e. 3 at Al’ 
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“Ab me! if Poets darter for applaufe, 
“© How Feraing bam will thrive on flimly axe ? 
‘© What tatter’d tinfel Lutere! will difplay ! 
“ Carmarthen {attin—Carlifle paduafoy ! 2 
*€ Garrick will follow his old remnant trades 
“* He'll buy my place with Jubilee brocade. 
“ Whiladufey, the reverfion. to obtain, 
“ Vamps his Bath drugget, till he fpoils the grain, 
“* Perifh the thought ! hence vifionary fear ! 
‘© Phoebus, or Phedrus, thall old Whitehead cheer. 
“ Fafhion! behold their gift—be this preferr’d !” 
—He faid—and proudly brandith’d the Goat’s Jeardse 


In jutt degree, the Goddefs hails their toils, 
Bows for a diftich, for a ftanza fmiles, 
Familiar nods an Epigram attend, 

Ao Ode will almoft rank you as a Friend : 
A fofter name fond Elegy beftows, 
But neareft to her Heart a Sonnet flows. 


Behold, one dunce, by her profound decree, 
Supreme Dictator of the Coteric : 
Prim, plaufible, oracular, and fage, 
The native Yexier of the wond’ring age! 
The folema coxcomb never talks—his. frown 
Is infant obloquy, his fmile renown : 
Words would degrade this literary God 


He gives his fiat with a filent nc’, : 
‘ F Another’s 
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Another’s fame more gentle honours tet ' 
Familiar £ritic of each bright Ruelle! 
Soop-<é .he orient beam of Beauty’s ray 
Difclofes, juft at noon, the dawn of day ; t 
And Devon wakes f—* and Piccadity’s gay 37 
Perch’d at her Grace's toilet, Mixa fits, 
The little Scholiatt of the Female Wits. 
Tir’d of conjecture, and perplex’d with doubr, 
‘to him they fly—to make a riddle out : 
To pierce'a paragraph’s myfterions vail ; 
And eke out Scandal’s hefitating tale, 
With confcious pride the flippant Witling thares 
His motley tak of mifcellaneous cares ; 
Expounds Charades, thro” clofe detraétion pryes, 
Conttrues initia, and the blanks fupplies. 
And oft, with varied art, his thoughts digrefs 
On deeper themes—the documents of drefs : 
With nice difcernment, to each ftile of face 
Adapt a ribbon, or faggett a-lace ; 
O’er Granby's cap bid loftier feathers float, 
Aind add new bows to Devon's Petticoat.— 


Others, refolv’d more ample fame to boaft, 
Plant their own Laurels in the Morning Pop. 
Soft Evening dews refreth the tender green 
Pafs but a Month, it {wells each Magazine ; 
Till the luxuriant boys fo wildly thoot, 

The Aunxal Regier cranfplants the root. 
aw, 
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But thefe are fpurious honours, not the. true, 
Who fhall obtain Tbe Wreath of Fafbion——Who? 


The «wily Charles long flourith’d o’er theTeft 5 
Expert to argue, or to flatter beft + 
For, born a Difputant, a Sophi bred, 
His Nog he filenc’d, and his Tutor led: 
But hail’d, with filial duty’s pious fenfe, 
His Sire’s bett gift—delufive Eloquence. 
"That art to cherifh, with a lavifh pride 
His kindred Genius ev’ry pow’r fupplied + 
Perfuafion’s bieath—to fwell the Statefman’s fails 
Or, if his fancy veer, retard the gale. 
Soft words—to mollify the Mifer’s breaft, 
And lull relenting Ufury to reft. 
Bright beams of wit~-to ftill the raging Jew $ 
His black’ning mitts diffolve to golden dew, } 
Teach him to dun no more, and lend anew ! 


Pleas’d at the Toilet, in the Senate fhin’d : 
And North approv’d—and Amoret took’d kind. 
Till, rathly wand’ring in Ambition’s chafe, 
He loft at once his laurels and—his place. 


Here, Charles his native eloquence refin’d 5 } 


At Fathion’s fhrine, behold a gentler Bard 
Gaze on the myttic af with fond regard— 
~ 


But 
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But fee, Thylia checks the doubtful thought. 
“© Can’ft-thou (the cries) with fenfe, with genius” 
y fraught, 
“Can't taouto Fafhion’s tyranny fubmit,: 
** Secure in native, independent wit ?' 
“* Or yield to Sentiment’s infipid rule, 
“* By Tafte, be Fancy, chac’d thro’ Scandals Sobool ?° 
“Ah, no !—be Sheridex’s the comic page ; 
** Or let me fly with Garrick from the Stage.” 


Hafte then, my Friend, (for let me boaft that* 
name) . 

Hatte to the op’ning path of genuine Fame; 

Or, if thy Mufe a gentler theme purfue, 

Ah, ’tis to Love, and thy Eliza, due! 

For fure the fweeteft lay the well may claim, 

Whofe foul breathes harmony o’er all her frame ! 

While wedded Love, with ray ferenely clear, 

Beams from her eye, as from its proper fphere. 


—But thou, for whom the Mufe firtt tun’d the lyre, + 

Vot’ry of Sentiment, do thou afpire, 

With ftudious toil, to win that bright reward, - 

The Wreath of Fafbion for her chofen Bard. 

Not rudely wove with Nature’s fhort-liv’d ftore, 

(The fimpie mced her humble Poet wore) 
, But fpruce and trim, as fuits thy kindred pow’rs, , 
“With mimic buds, 7d artificial fluw'rs. 


Os Bleti 
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Bleft Wreath! whofe flowrets dredd no vulgar’ 
doom 
Of fading hues, or tranfitory bloom ; 
Above the fleeting pride of Flora’s day, 
~ Thy vivid foliage never can decay ! 
There, violets, pinks, and lilies of the vale, 
Defpife the fultry beam, or chilly gale ; 
There, fix’d as Archer’s rouge, the mimic rofe, 
With perfevering bluth, for ever glows ; 
There, myrtles bloom, that thame the Cyprian 
fields ; 
There, bays, immortal as Pgrnaffus yields. — 


Triumphant art! Let vanquifh’d Nature mourr 
Her loft fimplicity, o’er Shenflone’s urn > 
With fympathetic forrows, on dis tomb: 
Let the pale primrofe fhed its wild perfume ; 
The cowflip droop its head ; and all around 
The with’ring violet ftrew the hallow’d ground— 
For, mute the fwain, and cold the hand, that wove 
Their fimple fweets to wreaths of artlefs loye— 
Simplicity with Shrafone died !——= 


THE 
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THE PROJECT. A POEM. 
DEDICATED TO DEAN TUCKER? 


Verum, ubi, tempeftas, et coeli mobilis humor 
Mautavire vias, et Fupiter uvidus Auftris 
Denfat erant qua rara modo, et que denfay relaxat; 
Pertuntur fpecies animorum, ————— * 

Vixrertiy- 


BY TMs same. 


DEDICATION. 


REVEREND SIR, 

T sHOULD not take the liberty to recommend a 
mere Poem to your attention, were it not, in fome 
degree, fanttified "by the fubjec&t of which it treats ; 
and more particularly entitled to your regard from 
the great purpofe it is defigned to promote—For The 
Projecf relates to Po'itics; that weighty feience, 
which, according to your candid confeffon, is at! 
leat of equal importance with Religion—And the 
gbject it aims at, is the fame in regard to all our po-- 
Htical difputes, as yours avowedly is: upon the one’ 
. great conteft of the prefent times—-To'cut off the 
‘“diftenpered bough, ws your Proje& ; mite ftrikes at! 
the very reot of ace 
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It was in confequence of dn attentive perufal of 
your Tracts, that I fet nayfelf to fearch for this grand 
Arcanum.-After ranging in vain through Gretjus, 
Burlamaqui, and Puffendorf, L read thirteen books* 
of Montefquieu’s Spirit of Laws, without making” 
the defired difcovery—But at length the fourteenth 
book rewarded ali my toils—I need not refrefh your 
memory with the particulars of his fyftem upon the 
relation between climate and national character—It 
would, however, be great prefumption to arrogate’ 
to myfelf the merit of a difcovery, which I owe en- 
tirely to that profound Phgjfopher; it being from 

« him that T have Jearnt to account for al! variations. 
of temper, by the operation of atmofpher upon 
the fires, and thence on the action, and re-aétion of 
the heart. 

- By him I have been taught, that the different 
proportions of deat or cold produce fimilar degrees 
of cowardice or courage—fo that it folely depends 
‘upon the /azitede, whether a nation is relaxed into 
Turkith flavery, or braced and hardened into Eng- 
lih freedom—Upon this foundation My Project is 
raifed—which I fubmit to your wifdom and candow 
—but, as moft Projectors are of a fanguine temper, 
and, as I own, I entertain no doubt of the full 
fuccefs of my Proje&, I cannot conclude, without 
protefting agaiuf, that NoloEpifopari which ace" 


companied 


U seg } 
companied , yowri--Nothing can be mere oppofite te: 
my fentiments than your total abjuration of all. 
poflibléxeward for your political labours--On the 
‘contrary, I hereby moft folemnly engage to iéceive - 
with much readinefs, all honourable recompencds~ 
which thefe my refearchea may lead the King, Lordé;. 


and Commons, in the depth of their wifdom to bés 
ftow on me. 


In all other political’tenets, believe me, 
Reverend Sir, 
LodP vio f devoted Difciple, 
. The AUTHOR 


THE PROjJSEC 


SINCE fage philofophers aver, 
That climate forms the charadler ; 
And prove each nation, tame, or bold, 
Jutt as its air is hot or cold; i 
What fchemes might crafty ftatefmen lay, 
If fuch a fyftem they’d obey ? 

Suppofe the Turks, who now agree 
Tt wou'd fatigne them to be free, 
Should build an ice houfe, to debate 
More coo'y on affair; of flate, 

Might 


[-s10 } 
Might not fome Muffulmen be brought, « 
To brace their minds, not fhrink at thought ? 
How, as their blood: began to cool,- 
Would nature fcorn defpotic rule ? 
- The filken fons of. flavith eafe,- 
‘Wou'd glow for freedom, while they freeze 5: 
And, in proportion to the coldnefs, 
Difcover latent fire and boldnefs. 
For thus ‘tis Montefquieu explains 
The power of air upon the veins ; 
The fhort’ning fibres-brac’d- by cold, 
The blood flies back, the heart-grows bold ; 
Relax’d by fieat, their force declines, 
The fpirits droop, the being pines : 
*Till, quite o’erpow'r’d, the fick’ning foul, 
Yields to the atmofphere’s controul. 
Thus ait each impulfe can impart, 
To that thermometer, the heart.. 
Thanks, mighty Jove, thy fovereign care, 
Environs us with Northern air! 
Our atmofphere to honour-leads, 
“‘Infpires the breaft to hardy deeds ; 
Fhe heart beats quick ;—the fpirits rife 5” 
All which our Jatitude fupplies. 
Yet, (for extremes ev’n virtue mar,) 
‘We fometimes carry ours too far : 
When winter winds too chilly prerce, 
We grow impatient, wild and fier’s; 
ot While 
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While every! fofter virtue flies, 
To gentler climes, and milder tkies,- 
To moderate this bold extreme, 
is oft the philofophic theme; 
Senfe, wit, and policy combitie ;- 
But itill too learnedly refine. 
The fyftem’s plain if well purfued ;. 
We mutt correét our latituda 

How many Qze/lions have been loft,. 
By the houfe meeting in a froft ?. 
‘The oppofition flock: together, 
Like firings of wild geefe, im hard weather ;: 
Keen, as the blaft that chills their blood, 
They nip each minifterial bud; 
The tender bloom of ways and means, 
That North with wit and wifdom {creens,- 
Too oft their adverfe influence feels, 
Shrinks from the ftorm, and half congeals ; 
That, ev’n in alt his bluthing grace, 
Bamber Scarce thaws them, with—his Sacer 
_ Whence then, in fpite of fenfe and reafon,. 
Do ftatefmen choofe shis adverfe feafon ? 
Why not the parliament adjourn, 
Till fummer’s genial funs return ?: 
But ah, what honeft fquire would ‘ftay. 
‘Fo make his fecch, inftead of. hay? 
The Beazx wou'd feapcely think of law, 
To give up Scarbory gh or Spa’ x 
And 
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And fay ye /por:/nen, wou'd a member 
Attend Si. Stephen’s in September ? 

Winter, ftern pow’r! mutt ftill create 
The kindred ftorms af mad debate ; 

‘Still, by the climate’s magic pow’r, ° 
Muft gloomy ftatefmen droop and leur,- 
Unlefs fome Proje we can frame 

To footh its rage, its rigour tame. 

A fimple plan the mufe explains ;. 
Nor afks a patent for her pains. 

Tn either houfe, below the chairs, 
Where Batburfi rules, and Norton glares, 
‘There ftands a table, where they place 
The votes, the journals; and the mace: 
“Hence with that bauble !” Cromwell cried ;: 
And wifely too ; ’tis wielefs pride ; 

Hence with it ali! it fills a place 
A nobler ornament fhall grace. 
Here with capacious bulk, profound 
As Falftaff’s paunch, as Plymouth’s round;. 
A vat Buzaglo, day by day, 
Shall chafe the noxious blatts away, 
And fpread an artificial glow, 
Tho’ Palace-yard is wrapt im fnow—- 
Around the flame, with veftal-pride, 
AY Fire-Commitice fhall prefide, 
Ballotted by the fame directiong 
As Grenvilie’s lottery for elections : 
With 


{ 313 J 

With No-winess, to feed the fire, 
And make it fpread, and blaze the higher 3 
And Chairmen more fedately fage, 
‘To quench its too exceffive rage. 

The fuel for fuch deep defigns, 
Nor fprings from groves, nor lurks in mines ; 
Combuttibles for ftate affairs 
‘Fhe prefs more f{peedily prepares ; 
The teeming prefs fhall hither fcatter 
Rheams of inflammatory matter ; 
Here, ‘‘ thoughts that glow and words that burn™™ 
To their own element fall turn ; 
But, thifted from their author’s aims, 
Shall fpread more falutary flames. 

A'nor, by contract mall provide 
The libels vump'¥ for either fide, 
And ftipulate threnghout the feafon 
To furnith proper ftock of treafon. 
How bright will the Buzaglo glow, 
While heaps of Funius blaze below ? 
What ardours will Plain Truth difpenfe 
Fir’d with a page of Common Senfe? 
Yet in a moment ’twill be flack’d, 
By thrufting in Dean Tucker’s traédt ; 


Again "twill kindle in a trice, 
Refrefl’d with feraps of Dr. Price 
. Now fmoulder flow with clumfy fmoak,. 
While Fobn/on’s fogs each paflage choak ; 
Now 
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Now hifs, and fputter, and befmear 
The houfe with brimftone of -Shedbcare. 

O flattering hope, whofe gilded ray, 
Too oft bids raptur’d fancy ftray ! 

Thy thadowy forms the mufe deceive, - 
Or time fhall bid her Proje live. 
Already, by thy fond pretage, 

Her bleft Buzaglo melts the age ; 
Relenting Party fee's its fay ; 

And Faétion’s vapours die away. 

Behold the bufy hour approaches, 
When chariots, vis-a-vis, and coaches, 
Rattle with fenators each flreet in, - 
Impatient for the firft day’s meeting : 
Mark well what looks! what anxious hopes !' 
Some con their metaphors and tropes; 
Some, more fecure, for fear of flaw, 
Hide them beneath their chapeaux bras ; 
Whence, if the tracherous memory halts, 
The glancing eye repairs its faults. 

_ But, lo! the royal cavalcade ! 
The trumpet founds ; the fignal’s made ; 
The Tower-guns tell the eech begun ; 
They fire again ;—the foevch is done. 
Now let the full Buzagh glow ! 
Spread wide the flame above, below ;: 
Now, Moute/quiew, thy wifdom fhines 5 
Thy fyftem’s true, ’tis heat refines. 
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Its genial influence all adore ; 
And oppofition is no more. 
From henth to bench, in fpite of gout, 
The foften’d Chatham moves about : 
“* My good Lord Sandwich, how d’ye do > 
“* T like the {peech ; "twas penn’d by you. 
“© America has gone too far; 
We mult fupport fo juft a war: 
** Ite better than to put a curb on 
The Spaniard, or the Houfe of Bourbon. 
** Good day, my Lerd!:I-could fay more ; 
“ But I muft talk to dar Lord Gower.” 
Chac’d is the cloud from Shelburae’s brows 3 
How gracioufly to Bute he bows ! 
See Camden fitting as a friend’ by 
Mansfield ! fee Richmond clofe to Denbigh ; 
Ev’n hardy Dez onfbire relents ; 
He fmiles amd votes with the Contents 3 
While Abingdon, at Markbam’s nod, 
Kiffes the maagifierial rod. 
Their leaders gone, it follows duly, 
The plaftic minds of Corke and Beaulieu, 
With half a fcore of filent votes, 
Obey the times, and change their notes, 
And ah, if Fissroy’s whim requires, 
Ev’n Hinchliff’s eloquence expires ! 
"What wonder then their Lordthips prefs, 
Without divifion, the Addrefi 2 
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Now hafte my mufe, at Fancy’s fummons,: 

To try thy Proje& on the Commons, 
_A fecret fympathy efpoufes 

The upper and the Iower houfes ; 

Thus half thy work’s already done ; 
Where Chatham hobbles, Granby ’\l runy 
If Rockingham became a Turk, 

How Mabonect wou'd thine on Burke ? 
He’d fend him his enlight’ning pigeon < 
For party zeal is Burke’s religion, 

But fome there are of firmer frame 7 
For them muft the Byraglo flame + 
Grenville’s with ftubborn fenfe endued4 
Saville but lives for public good. 

Yet if ambition, or the weather 

Some gloomy difcontent fhould gather,. 

The temper’d air thall chafe offence ; 

And blend good humour with good fenfe. 

Behold at length ev’n Barré foften ! 

“© T rife to oppofe,” He murmur’d often : 

But finding that, he knows net how, 

Reluctant praife his-words allow, 

The hardy veteran fits him down ; 

Yet gives the Treafury Bench a frown. 

Now mark the Stasefinen of the City ! 

Hark, Wilkes grows civil! Hayley witty! 

Sawbridge, fo chang’d the fcene appears, 

Confents to keep Ais feat feyen years 5. 
By’ 
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Ev’n Bull, the favage Buil, looks tame? 
And melts before the conq’ring flame. 

Not fo the Latrrel/s; in defpair 
“The clamorous band befiege the chair. 
“¢ [ batro, I burn,” old Zzham cries: 
The Colonel thinks the Proje wife ; 
But Jack and Femmny jointly pledge 
Themfelves, ’tis breach of privilege ; 
And Yemple, Greece and Rome can hawk in, 
Againtt this barb’rous ftop to talking-—= 
‘In vain; the Houfe enjoy the effect 
And the Buzaglo all protect. 
But Fox, more warily, to gain 
Wiis dear delight to {peak again, 
Moft humbly moves, fincg they approve 
This potent wonder-working ftove, 
Left fome unfeen mifchance enfue, 
They’d have a Ventilator too. 
Tho’ plaufible his Proje fails ; 
Thine, happy Mufe, alone prevails. 
The vanquith’d Charles to A’maci’s fled, 
The Speech is prais’d : the Addrefi is read; 
The Quefion carried nemine con : 
The Howe is up; the bufinefs done, 


EPISTLE 
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FROM THE HONOURABLE CHARLES FOX, PAR- 
TRIDGH-8HOOTING, TO THE HONOURABLE JOHN 
TOWNSHEND, CRUISING. 


BY THE SAME. 


WHitet you, dear Townfhend, o’er the billows 
ride, 

Mulgrave-in front, and Hanger by your fide, 

‘Me it delights the woods and wilds to cove, 

For ruftic feats and unambitious {port.— 


At that dim hour when fading lamps expire, 
‘When the laft, ling’ring, clubs to bed retire, 
{rife !—how fhould I then thy feelings fhock, 
Unhav’d, unpowder’d, in my thooting frock ! 
What frock? thou crieft—I’ll tell thee—the old 

brown; 

Trimm’d to a jacket, with the fkirts cut down— 
Thou laugh’ ; I know, thou dof; but check that 


ineer ; 
‘What tho’ no fathion’d fportfman I appear, 


Yet hence thy Charles’s voice gains fhriller force ; 
Ah! Jack, if Dunning thot, he’d net be hoarfe. 


Nor 
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Nor deem ev’n here the cares of ftate forgot, 
I wad with gazettes ev’ry fecond thot : 
Almon’s bold sheets the intervals fupply ; 
And ftill, methinks, his charges fartheft fly, 


With patriot names I cheer them on their Way: - 

No fervile minifterial runners they ! 

Not Ranger then, but Wafhington, I cry ; 

Hey on! Paul Jones, re-echoes to the thy: 

Toho ! old nklin—Silas Deane, take heed ad 

Cheer'd with: 1 found, -o’er hills and dales they 
{peed : 

Till one, to whofe quick fende and practis’d fkill 

His adiive followers yield a hafty will, 

Touch’d by the {cent the paffing gales convey, 

With ftartled vigilance prefumes the prey: 

~ The reft a difciplin’d fubfervience keep ; 

Dath where he runs, and as he crouches, creep; 

At length the hoftile league one point avow ; 

Now places, places ! order, order, now ! 

“ Bunb’ry ! fet me (I ery) for party’s fake, 

‘* Teach thee where beft to aim, what ground to 
take.” 


Oft too, while all around my pointers fray, } 








And fee, a young bird rifes, weak and flow ; 
s At him, Sir Charles !’—He fires, and lays him 
lowe 
Scar’d 
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Scar’d at the found, up the full covey fprings 5 
Richard at random fires, and only qwings: 
‘Not fo thy Charles’; “intent with half-clos’] fight, 
Cautions I watch their veteran leader’s flight : 
At him Laim, the covey’s head and guide 
Yfire; but ah! too plainly on one fide: 
Again I try, like rifing to explain, 
A double barrel’s force, but try in vain ; 
Againft myfelf the heated tube recoils, 
Nor gains one feather to requite:my toils.— 


But if too foon the ftartled covey rifey. 
And move a previous quefion in the fkies, 
My faithful groom quick marks them as they f{pring, 
And counts their nofes, undeceiv’d as Byng : 
Whether in clofe array, and neminecon, 
‘To their old beaten ground the covey’s gone ; 
Or, {eattering wild, in petty parties fall, 
Somte.to pair off, and fome to wait a call. 


Thus from each kindred image, fancy draws 
The latent emblem of a nobler caufe. 
If chance, a ftray, lone, bird my courfe invites, 
I think of Meredith, and profelytes 5 
Mean, mangled, game not for itfelf I prize 5 
Vengeance and Pallifer to memory rife.— 
Some fenatorial type ev’n Pointers yield ; 
‘One loves too narrow, one too wide a field ; 


Thi 
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This creeps below, that fprings above his: work, 
‘As Hartley flow, or uncontroll'’d as Burke, 
With rav’aous ardour fame devour the prey 3 
O, gentie Sawbridge, iath fach fiends away ! 
“Others, with puzzting zeal, {mall objeas mark; 
Judicious Lutteell; bid them eware d lark lows 


But come, dear Jack, al! martial as thou art, 
With {pruce cockade, heroically {mart, 
Come, and once saore together let us, greet 
The losg loft pleafares of St. James's Street. 
Enough o’er ftubbies have 1 deign’d to tread; 
Too long wer’t thou at anchor, at Spithead ! 


Com2, happy friead ! to hail thy with’d return, 
Nor valgar fire, nor renal light thall barn; 
From gentle bofois purer flames fhall rife, 
And keener ardours fath from Beauty’s eyes, 
Methinks, I fee thee now refume thy ftand, 
Pride of Fop-alley, tho’ a little tann’d: 
What tender joy the gazing Nymphs difclofe ! 
How p'ne with envy the negleéted Beaux ! 
While many a feeble frown and ftraggling {mile 
Fondly reprove thy too <dventurous toil, 
And feem with reprehenfive love to fay, 
' Dear Mr, "Townfhend,- wherefore did thoa 
“© fray! 
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«What fatal havoc might one fhot have made, 
«IF not thy life, thy leg the forfeit paid! 
‘That thot thy foretop might have made its prey» * 
« Or fing’d one dear devoted curl away 3 
« Or lopp’d that hand, the pride of love and laces 
« Or fcarr’d, with Bétder facrilege, thy face.” 


. 


Soon as to Brooks’s thence thy foottteps bend, 
‘What gr.talations thy approach attend ! 
See Gibbon rap his box; aufpicious fign, 
"That claffic compliment and wit combineg® 
See Beauclerk’s chevic a tinge of sed furprife, 
And Friendfhip give what cruel Health denies. 
Important Townthend ! what can thee withftand ? 
‘The ling’ring black-ball lags in Boothby’s hand 5 
¥v’n Draper checks the fentimental figh, 
And Smith, without an oath, fufpends the dye. 


That night, to feflive wit and friendfhip due. 
That night thy Charles’s board thal! welcome you. 
Sallads, that fhame sagouts, fhall woo thy talte ; 
Deep thal! thou delve in Weltjie’s motley paftes 
Derby fhall lend, if not his plate, his cocks, 
And, know, I’ve bought the beit Champa‘gne from 
Brooks; 
From liberal Brooks, whofe fpeculative skill, 


1s hafty credit, anda diftant bill; 
Who, 
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Who, nurs'd inclubs, difdains 2 vulgar trade, 
Exults to truft, and bluthes to be paid! 


On that qpfpicious night, fapremely grac’d 
With chofen guefts, the pride of, ‘Hieral tafte, 
Not in contentious heat, nor maddaing, ftrifes 
Not with the bufy ills, Hi, 

We'll watte the fleeting hours; far happier themes 

Shall claim each thought, and chafe ambition’s 
dreams. 

Each beauty that /ublimity can boat 

He beft fall tell, who fill unites them moft. 

Of wit, of tafle, of fancy, we’!l debate ; 

If Sheridan for once be not too late = 

But fearce a thought to Minilter’s we'll fpare, 

Unilefs on Polith Politics, with Hare: 

Good natur'd Devon ! oft thall then appear 

‘The cool complacence of thy friendly fneer: 

Oft fhall Fitzpatvick’s wit, and Stanhope’s eafe, 

And Burgoyne’s manly fenfe unite to pleafe. 

And while each gueft attends our varied feats 

OF fcatter’d covies and retreating fleets, 

Me fhali they with fome better {port to gain, 

And Thee more glory, from the next campaign. 
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